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THE SEEKER. 



WE are born to interrogate ; and the test of a man 
is what are hia questions ; for the measure of 
diginity and depravity is, in the pedler's old cry, if 
grandly interpreted, What do you lack? The lower the 
creature, the better it is content, the less being the in- 
quiry and fewer the wants ; albeit the extent of onr 
researchea and satisfactions is the gauge of our worth. 
Yet discreet asking is not only, as Bacon says, half of 
science, but of morals and religion ; and that but one 
tithe in us is attainment and the remainder pursuit, is 
our title of honor and tenure of life ; for Archimedes 
could complain he might better not have been than be 
slain amid his problems unsolved. Only on this Ja- 
cob's ladder of existence, let us know our direction, if 
our face be set up or down ; for, save by a falsehood in 
nature, aspiration cannot be flually balked. 

But what is to seek ? If America will go to the con- 
fessional, great defects she mnst own ; for truth no tri- 
bunal, in letters no criticism, no standard of art, at 
any Paris or Vienna exhibition only some mechanical 

(1) 
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euecesa from the farm or mill ; in the ci'nde taste of the 
majority all high acliievetnents swamped, tiie multitude 
cruel, because unwise. It was a high-water mark of 
Civilization, a coaat-tidc of philanthropy in war, when 
the Frussiana sent home French prisoners with exact 
billets of surgical operations performed, finding their 
])atients in their foes. Our progress scarce deserves 
the name. In our best circles there is little culture, 
and the educated face or manner is rare. We have 
good gardens and cattle-shows, but of high art almost 
none. Inferiority of speaker, penman, painter or musi- 
cian carries off the prize. When a great pianiat re- 
gretted such rollicking pieces at concerts as the Carnival 
of Venice, the violinist in the troupe said he must stoop 
for popularity and pay. The same motive of echo 
accounts for acres of strange regions of land or sea on 
the canvas, with no expression of humanity or truth. 
In theology, politics, and law, we are professional advo- 
cates with no make-weight of intellectual conscience. , 
We shout liberty or death, and have liberty and death. 
Wild theories prevail, with no criterion or assay. Said 
Rubinstein, Let not the mediums tip the tables, but 
give us a Tenth Sj-mphony of Beethoven or new Sixtine 
Madonna ! Raw with wounds, civil war has made the 
republic old. But for the result of esjierience or fruit 
of suffering we wait. The only doubt of our projected 
museum is whether it would meet any general want, or 
there is genius enough to make it worthy of existence 
and support. We have photography plenty, and topog- 
raphy enough, in gilded frames ; but, if picture means 
the soul and expression of man and nature, how many 
names among us of artists does it represent? First, 
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the wilderness ; then war ; tLird, wealth ; a long step 
still to art. 

Nor 13 there any fit literary expreasion. Wc have a 
brood of newspapers aod magazinea, without an oi'gan 
like a jndge to pronoimce the aentent-e that wins respect. 
All are committed to some partj-intereKt, rest on a 
money-basis, and wateh a siibsurtption-list. Every 
sheet might be called the Times; none of the eterni- 
ties. In our newspaijers we find ourselves. They are 
the diaries we keep. It is not the fault, but merit, of 
journaliam to be the public mirror. As sut-h, it is an 
immeuse benefit and power sui>erior to all other agen- 
cies combined. Yet, as the press can be criticised only 
in its own columns, and is itself the instrument of a 
constituency unseen, it can be both insolent and sub- 
sidized, a despot and a slave at once. We have tiie 
noble prints and the base ; but if there be no sueli 
truth-tellers and saints, there are no such liars and 
criminals with impiinitj as types ; nor could any phil- 
anthropy meet a so signal, humane, and patriotic want 
. as the establishment of an organ, independent of stock- 
holders and subscribers, to stand for t!ie moral senti- 
ment like a Hebrew seer. In our colleges and schools, 
the observing and intuitive faculties for what is real 
ivilhin us and actual without suffer neglect. With the 
noble scholars and good lawyers in our offices and 
courts, we have generated a set of able and adroit 
monsters who too often win the palm by their forwaifl 
pushing, while unpretending worth is put aside. In 
Congi'ess or legislature, (inestions are determined by 
personal motives, aside from the merits of the ease. 
Purchase of votes is too common to be a flagrant crime. 
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There ia more courage of opinion and candor of ex- 
pression among our EugUah cousins than here. Dar- 
win and Spencer, and Huxley and Greg, and Goldwin 
Smith, can publicly differ with refreshing frankness and 
no ill blood. Somewhere alwaj-a ia the idol that 
nobody must toach. Slavery was our political fetish. 
We worship the Bible still. Till lately, the divinity of 
Christ could not calmly be discussed. Doubt of the 
existence of God was a crime. We will not let the 
gi'ounds of marriage be probed. We have yet to learn 
that nothing is sacred hut that Thought which is the 
image of the Holy in the human breast. 

But let us not ask a question for the qucstio 
Inquiries must not all be confounded as of equal weight. 
In military phrase, one of t!iem raoka another. Is 
your inquiry a star in the firmament or an asterisk on 
the page? All problems must be handled, but accord- 
ing to their dignity on the scale. Was the earth Hong 
off tVom the sun, and shall its crib be its tomb ? Find 
out, astronomer, if jou can ; meantime let me lodge 
in and describe the house, to rescue some mcmory- 
skctch when it ia razed or burned up. After me the 
Deluge; but, though the flood overhang, I will cultivate 
the soil to-day. Wrongly the preacher scores those who 
train their vines on Vesuvius heedless of the volcano. 
An eruption ia at hand on all our fields and toils ; 
nevertheiesa, produce the utmost, and keep on till the 
earth split ! Comte's Positivism charms, not that it 
deeply considers or solves the riddle ; but, though with 
superficial answers, lays the stress on quality. Father 
Taylor stopped a curious moralist's conceit of explanar 
tion, with the cry : Too far off, — the King's busmeas 
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requires Tiaste. The woman wbo deliberates ia lost ! 
Just as often the man. Logic mutilates ; the whola 
being should act. Nobody does anything well who Iiaa 
to refer for it to his head. The design and will are 
there ; but I notice, said one, that the groat porformoi 
on an instrument plays ft-om bis spinal marrow. The 
jonrncy for feeling is too long from the brain. So tbe 
preacher does beat without notes, like buciiets, that 
take time to be dropped aud drawn up. The passage 
in my sermon remarked upon is the unwritten sentence. 
Science teaches that the essential man is not in one 
nervous mass held by the skull, but in scores of gang- 
lionic centres all over the frame, the whole connection 
of hemispheres of this Beslily globe. The soul ia 
atmosphere, not core. So we find virtue in the imme- 
diate reply, the stroke of wit for which no more than 
lightning -we wait. Such the answers of Jesus and 
Paul, aud every prophet. You will put on your con- 
sidering cap? I do not care wliat ia smoked slowly 
out of it, but for your instantaneous impression. In 
any emergency we admire the succor that comes at 
once, as with the man that put oil under the boiler and 
got up steam quick enough to save the overset sailors 
from sinking the third and last time. The staid citizen 
went not into the frog-pond after the drowning child 
because he could not swim ; but my gray-haired friend 
did not calculate the depth. Quickness is genius. 
When one praised Bonaparte's combination, Channing 
said. No — intuition! Such perception and resolution 
make blood and spirit one. This ia the grace of Christ, 
that, like his seamless vesture, there was no parting 
bis body aud soul, and the same inseparablencsa w 
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our share of the ntoncment. By iiidiroction we cannot 
find direction out, but by John tlic Baptist's burning 
and shining light. Engineers di-ill the Alps to a math- 
ematical line, which for all manhood ia the shortest dis- 
tance between two points. 

Therefore the hateOilness of compounding and com- 
promise. Tonr amiable disguise is like tlie taste of 
wlieat bread made neutral with sugar. I desire ([nality, 
and to meet people of quality, about whose persuasion 
or purpose I am in no doubt. They prevail because 
thoy repeat and nCTor cancel their blows, but move 
steady to their one object, while duplicity shuffles, ia 
self-contradictory and weak. Double and devil are the 
same word. In cards the deuce is lowest, and the aee 
takes the whole jjack. Genuineness is admirable even 
in creatures of dread, — a Bengal tiger, a lion with no 
ambiguity on his royal brow, a Modoc Indian proud of 
the cunning of which he makes a principle. Captain 
Jack is the most artful and least disingenuous of men, 
conceals no motive, though ho baffled our troops at the 
lava-bcds and swears ho killed not Canbj', though ad- 
mitting lie is responsible for his death. 

How much is there of j'ou, the amount of soul, is the 
question. Qnantity is quality, — as Jesus came for our 
abundant life. I will tell you who will live longest, 
says the man with the spirometer aiid lifting index on 
the Common. To authentic merit what docs echo or 
detraction signify? After exquisite handling and bow- 
ing of the violoncello, one said : / make no jtretenaionn 
in music, so there is natlmig for anybody to take aviay. 
Lot us hold flattery and slander at an eqnal rate. The 
vertical beam is better thau the shadow of reputation 



that leogtbeoa as tlie aun sinks low. Nobility is insen- 
sibility to opinion. TliC actor, absorbed in his part, 
does not hearken for the clap or forsalte his imperson- 
ation one moment to acknowledge applause. The little 
boy, drilling a brick with a nail, said he was only uialt- 
infl believe ; and Joseph Jefferson's make-believe as 
Rip Van Winkle is more substantial tban the whole 
character of one who lives witb an eye to effect. Over- 
come with causes or ideas, one is indifferent to conse- 
quences. "When a man, earnest for a certain measure, 
was told his good name bad been called in question, he 
answered that he cared not for his name. It must look 
out for itself; but he was not going to have hia bill 
defeated. 

But the claim of any question must be measured ; first, 
by the faculties it employs. To discriminate properties 
of spirit requires the highest parts. It is a nice and 
honorable task to classify animals, to reckon the age 
of the globe and the date of man upon it, to learn bow 
the coral reefs were reared, and what fine insect-dividers 
rounded the Pacific lagoons, to fix the cause and rate 
of motion of icebergs and glaciers, to reconstruct the 
vessels that transported the boulders, and chisels that 
scratched the primeval rock, to map altering zones of 
climate and belts of animal and vegetable life, to see 
the entii-e flsh in one of its scales, to discover the liquid 
or fi'ozcn circle of the pole, or the hard or liquid centre 
of the globe. What senses, nndei-standing, memory 
and logic such studies require ! But a greater gift of 
rarer exercise, is in the observer as his own object. 
We complain of the naturalist if be leaves out himself 
and abdicates the human distinction. The beast can- 
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not tnm round and look within. No animal invented 
or comprehenda the nse of a, mirror, though the cock 
strnta, and the peacock spreads his tail beside the glassy 
lake. Animals perceive and arrange certain phenom- 
ena. When the red columbine holds down its trumpet- 
cup, the bee clioiba into it from beneath. The ant 
is an architect adapting his house to the site. The 
horse chooses bis road in the dark, through intricate 
woods, when the driver, at his wit's end, throws tbe reins 
on his neck. He reasons about signs of dangev on bis 
way. The steed in my bam stops at his supper to con- 
sider noises and sights, and with nose and tongue in- 
forms me of hia appreciation. The chamois, animated 
snow-flake on the sunlit slope, needs no railing to keep 
it from falling from the crags. The cow in the pasture 
lays out the grounds of lier confidence more precise 
than a sun'cyor's chain. If the peck for the colt is in 
one hand, the baiter in the other must be held behind 
the liack. But all those creatures give small token of 
ability to reflect or act on thomsplvcs. They are nearer 
relations to the scientist than to the artist or the seer. 
The sheep-dog is a strategist or marshal, but not of the 
family of poets or saints. No usher at a concert, or 
drill-sergeant in a muster-field, in assigning places, re- 
sisting intrusion, and roping in the ranks, could excel 
this four-legged assistant to whom the shephertl del- 
egates oflSces beyond bis own skill. But in hia range 
of power he is hemmetl in, as by crooked lines on tlio 
hill-side is his woolly charge. Are there signs of obci- 
saoco in the faithful servant that guards bis master's, 
wagon and goods, or watches at the door, and like a 
born aristocrat can tell a beggar from a prince, and sort 
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ont fine dothcs IVom rags? If mnn I>e the doom's god, 
vhat a poor figure of deity compared with that, our 
feeling after which ia nobler than gazing through 
any microscopic lens or astronomic tube ! A certain 
preacher goes every day into a room without pictures 
or books ; and his household know not how he spends 
the hour. I was told of an essajist, that he improves 
his time in au empty chamber musing alone. Some 
Holy of Holies, eutrail of Jewish temple, minaret of 
mosque, corner of the dwelling, David's palace-top, 
Peter's honse-roof, Isaac's ramble, seclusion from all 
flesh, even one's own, the soul needs for its search. 
Beyond outward expeditions and explanations, it uses 
a loftier faculty than in tracing orbits above, or boring 
the crust below, or trawling shells fVom the muddy bot- 
tom of the deep. You scorn the mystic piety in vain ! 
Declare with Mansell or Hamilton that the Infinite and 
Unconditioned cannot be grasped, the sph'it witnesseth 
with our spirit still. Jonathan Edwards proves neces- 
sity ; but we know we are free, said Dr. Jobuson, and 
(hat ia the end of it. The divine seli-conseiouanesa in 
the human breast waits not for logical sufferance. The 
prayer-gauge dangles in a fathomless sea. What is 
the world but an abstract impossibility? Yet, said 
Galileo, it moves, though nobody can explain the first 
push ; and the creatures theology calls worms, soar 
and sing as imps and embryos of seraphs. In disap- 
pointment and distress, creeping from the duaty cage 
of the cradle to the grave, as ants from one grain of 
sand to another, we claim to be akin with the Eternal. 
This reappearing faculty cannot be dismissed as a 
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fancy, — nor will be subonlinated or outgrown. It is 
our sublimest force. 

But while inwarrl seeking employs the best powers, 
it finds the clearest answers. Physiology is deputy, 
hot not chief justice. I cannot analyze the sentiment 
which, [ike magnetism, pervades the world, but I feel 
its support at every step. 

Himself from God he could not free. 

Atheism professed is only rejection of some defini- 
tion. But wbat least thing, that we are drawn by, can 
wo define? With what graduated trust the heifer 
steps till she licks my band, and lets me pinch her 
neck and play with her bndding horns ! Is there no 
reality in the relation because it is not understood? 
Wheu the train thunders alongi I see a process no 
more genuine, however easier to state in terms. 

A principle cannot be verified by what is below it, 
and lufinitj has no cert hcate 1 et it is one motion in 
many things — the wind the smoke the cloud the 
tide swaying brandies anl naviig grass the moon 
getting the start of the sui in then Hue circus the 
opening leases and llossoms the summer be-im at 
] lay with the shadow or nnder the stream the pencil 
r m my hand and the thiob m my heait jonder 

I thread of the mo>u hauling the sea to ita highest point 

L in tides ol a double miracle each daj bejond the pas- 

■ sage of the Jordan, the water turning to wine in a 

I thousand vineyards, and a millionfold more than was 

I held in those Hebrew jars ; all movement, bnt no 

I mover? That is "the breath without lungs." How 

I many proverbs hint the personal force ! Handle it 

^ i 
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with care or it wUl hurt somebody: if I come I shall be 
icorst devil of all, and there wUl be damages to pay : 
beware of the tkirdsman; — such sayiugs suggest some- 
thing more potent than any powder; so sharp that 
every general truth touches mo in all my relations. 
What preacher but has had surprises of irritating 
hearers he never thought of, who supposed they wore 
fliuied at by the bow drawn at a venture, Everj' ran- 
dom bullet striltes. I once exponuded good and bad 
temper from a Scripture test, under the title of The 
Ttco Winds, and raised a tempest about my own ears. 
The devil is here; I mention no names, said the radical 
sage, peering round with his blue ej-es. What fatality 
arrested the glance at one spot ! What audacity in a 
perception ! One compliments an adversary of Ms 
cause as Satan, with the coolness of classiij-ing a bug. 
J held up the standard of chastity, and nominated no- 
liody ; yet I was reproved as referring to a particnlar 
scandal. A candidate for preeminent license at once 
appeared. Induction leads to deiluctiou, and truth is 
never more vague than electricity in a thunderbolt. 
Hearing the clap, we wonder where it fell. The pun- 
gent orator is aslied why he cannot talk about some- 
thing else than justice ; it is so personal. It gets into 
families. It is tlie sword sundering houses Jesua 
brought. Let us have the doctrine of eharitj-, the 
wounded cry, as if kindness and equity were not the 
same, or anything could be such a pest as dissolute 
love ! A rotting lily, otliera as well as Shakespeare 
have noticed, makes a worse odor than withered grass. 
The smell of hay is pleasant, — not of the churchj'ard 
or the morgue. The censor has heat, but no hate, — 
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neceaelty drives him. All must be searched. Ob- 
sequious writers and conspirators of gnilt msh to the 
sinner's defence. Society is a joint-stock company to 
protect certain crimes. He must bo an unqneationable 
villain who, when he is acquitted, is not cheered. 
Nevertheless, the self-executing statute will fetch ua 
all to our knees. Not at the individual, but the evil 
it aims. 

No philosophy can cover our experience. The 
" golden vials, full of odors, which are the prayers of 
saints," were mined, and wrought, and filled, where 
no mariner sailed or geologist went down. The beauti- 
ful Soul, in Goethe's chapter of her Confessions, de- 
clares that the power she sought never failed ; and what 
history of Gibbon or treatise of Paine outweighs such 
au artist's romance ? Milton's " Live Coal," or " Sweet 
Eefreshing," is as good evidence as any of Darwin's 
analogies, and has no gaps of imperfect record to be 
filled. Is it to any materialist, or to Raphael, Michael 
Angclo, Dante, and Shakespeare, we go for a fine 
touch? The blaze of the sun, and of him who casta it 
for a shadow, may dazzle aud hinder sight ; yet 
what but some response to every wronged sufferer 
explains the miracles of patience on crosses, amid 
faggots, under noose and axe, which make so tawdry 
the blasting of a barren flg-tree, aud the money in a 
fish's mouth? Who but must repeat Christ's com- 
posure beneath accusation heavier than the beams he 
bore to Calvary? In a curious experiment with glass 
tubes one sound is made to still another which it 
meets on the way ; and our voice, encountered by the 
diviue, dies without a marmor in our throat. What 
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anBeen hand holds back that we would raise for a 
blow, so that the boy Theodore Parker cannot strike 
the turtle? Say what sceptics will, books of martyrs 
and sentences of old devotion are no counterfeit or 
play ; and what Tauler or Thomas-a-Kempia wrote is 
worth reading! b.s well aa the Report of the British 
Association. I know not about the warm circumpolar 
Bca ; only that amid field-ice of misfortune, and at the 
frosty centre of friends' indifference, is navigable 
water and a temperate clime, — in the heart and axis of 
the world's aversion, ami under the six months' night 
of unpopularity, is light like that of the curious sub- 
stance the condition of whose shining is pitch dark, 

The Bupersensual things alone are of intrinsic mo- 
ment. We can get along without knowing about 
North-west passage or spontaneons generation, de- 
velopment or evolution, our chronological kinship to 
angel or brute. But when, like Othello, we are "per- 
plexed in the extreme," or "the world has been too 
many for us," as to dying Tulliver, in the tale ; when 
love becomes enmity, and confidence is cool, and the 
earth is a blind alley, and our way, like Job's, is hid 
and hedged up till a curse lights on the day of our 
birth, and we hunt round for the grave, then insanity is 
not knowing which way to turn, and suicide is inability 
to take it, or our conclusion that there is none to take. 
But not a case of calamity in which interior perception 
is not poise and peace. Call it delusion and vnacien- 
tijic, yet the man says : No matter, be it sunlit hill to 
tread, or valley of the shadow of death to totter down, 
I have a staff more than my own strength. Mas Mill- 
ler affirms language as the distinction between man 
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and beast ; if any animal conld niime its own place in 
the scale, as a borsc or dog, it would be a man, and 
the line eraseil. If an animal had the consciousness 
which words of devotion express, the balance for flight 
of the soul when the body fails, it would be an angel. 
It is all perception. "Wait till you have proved the 
God you lean on, and the heaven yoa go to? It is 
atheism, not only actual, but on principle, to subject 
the Divine Being to the test of our sense or under- 
standing. It asks not leave of them to be, or be 
believed in. Their hill-top is not high enough for 
any Moses to see Canaan from. I can wait for your 
answer to my question, your appearance at the station, 
or return from tbe door ; but some things I cannot wait 
for. John Quincy Adams, dying, says ; This is the last 
of earth; Jam composed. He must give this trust who 
has it ! I talk with my sick friend, for whom life and 
death bang a doubtful beam ; but the swaying does not 
reach her fearless mind. How is she so strangely even 
for either fate ? From no influence of church or priest ; 
she has heard no public prayer which was not an offence. 
Her state avouches itself. Only insolence cross-ques- 
tions tranquillity. I die content, said the expiring 
saint. But I wanted to get your views of death, 
answered the parson, so stout and well-fed. Turn the 
dogmatist out of doora, and let the saintly mother die 
in peace ! Leave her to her assumption, as the Virgin 
was left. Every thinker starts somewhere from a posi- 
tion granted which he did not establish. Is matter your 
first term? But wiio and what are you that make it 
such? Does matter observe matter, or do you despair 
of eelf-kuowledge ? Have you come ont of the clod 
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yon snrvey? To ask is to answer the qnostion. Fancy 
what you mean by matter interrogating itself 1 

No prospect seems essential to tUis trust. Shall a 
thread of recollection knit the earth-life to the indubit- 
able immortality of lovo and truth? It ia an inter- 
esting question, but not the first. Confidence iit the 
Power tliat made us is the inner robe, and future expec- 
tation the overcoat. Is the Maker bound in justice to 
give U8 another cliance? I have had my pay in ad- 
vance. But there seems some mistake in the hand- 
writing if here be the end ; for the invitation includes 
more than a seat at the board. If God deceive ua, says 
Goethe, it is well. But I would ratlier lose my ex- 
istence than for him my respect, and so cannot think 
heaven a mirage, or see Tantalus on the circle of the 
eky, or fancy " false waters of thirst " in the river I 
drink irom, or imagine tlie promises fading rain- 
bows without one solid arch, or anticipate a hnreting 
of the universal credit in final banki'uptcy, while led 
into more than I hoped by every lure from the mines 
of the earth, treasures of the sea, glories of the firma- 
ment, or faculties of the soul. The notes of God have 
eternal date, and do not run on time. Calculation 
diminishes with multiplication of days and years. Im- 
mortality does not dawn. It overleaps all to-morrows ; 
it makes each one part of the whole. I do not entertain 
the question of duration more than God does. He must 
have lost his eternity before lie could query about it. 
What ftas he to do with it, was the answer to one mar- 
velling that Ephraim Peabody referred not to dying. 
Kothing concerns the spirit but growth, of whicli it 
doubts not more than does a flower or tree. " In my 
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Ffltlier'a house are luiiny mansions" ; plenty of room I 
Said Chaoning, minds do not, like plants, interfere. 
The base does not elioke the noble seed. The self-sown 
oaks under ray window dwarf the wortliless vegetation ; 
and against errors ideas prevail. Goethe would have 
another body because he had so faithfully studied in 
the first. But love is a stronger reason that our author 
will fight the battle we seem to lose. One thing, affec- 
tion always extinguishes doubt. Yet duty before des- 
tiny I These (reople, says Rubinstein, who ask ichere 
from aod whereto, J End itdifflcuit to be with. "There 
are questions, but no answers," he replies, when the 
album is offered for hira to write in. Not how or why, 
not where or when, but tohat is the true inquiry. If, as 
said the Northman, we are but birds at night that fly 
through a festive hall among the lamps from darkness 
into darkness, what shall we be or do while we stay? 
That scientist's relations to his wife, you tell me, were 
scandalous. What signifies then his dredging the sea, 
timing the glaciers, tracing the granite-scratches, or 
measming the frosty nightcap seen through the millen- 
nial winter by the sphere I What care we for your 
specialty? Your deportment is more than your de- 
partment. To the dispute about the origin and com- 
position of conscience my rejoinder is : Are joa 
conscientious? A man tells ns where he got his tool 
or machine at a bargain ; but of more concern is how 
does he use or run it? The battered vessel that has 
paid for herself is finer than tlie racing 5'acht that ader 
her profitless cruise fires ofif her vainglorious gun. I 
wish, said my rock-blaster, they would put the pow- 
der where it might do some gootll I admire jour 
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inlaid table lese than the pine board yon feed me from ; 
and prize the woollen shawl I wore, to the Danube, be- 
yond the silk brocade that hung all the while in my 
garret. Professor Fowler has examined your head and 
finds the developments jnagnifleent. But uitleaa for 
good use, the skull the anatomist lectures from is of 
more value. The teller pays your indorsed note ; but 
the Lord will protest that of unhallowed pleasure what- 
ever companions had their share. Not tohence I came, 
but loAof I become, is the question. No matter about 
far-off cousins ; let a gorilla be ray ancestor if I love 
God and seiTO ray kind I In Shakespeare's play the 
strong-limbed Bastard asks a blessiug on his unknown 
progenitor, and scorns as a cipher the lawful heir. 
Sweetness avd Light, a sweet reasonableness, are the 
phrases Matthew Arnold rings all the changes on, for 
wha"t we want in State and Church. But, as burdocks 
and brambles grow in the angles of the temple-walla, 
BO how the bigot and fanatic thrive, sour and sharp 
within, watering the weeds, not the flowers, of their 
minds t I found it bard to clear a thicket of the thorny 
smilax ; but the bull-briar of censorionsness is tougher 
to extirpate. That cultivator with his lawn, garden, 
and greenhouse, has raised everything but himself into 
a gentleman. He is a cactus that lias not yet blos- 
somed. Did the man that aimed hia gun at night 
bj' mistake at one of his own family reflect that all 
creatin-es are our relations? Had the landlord who 
ignorantly warned off the Boston Mayor with bis dis- 
tinguished guest from his avenue, read his Bible about 
entertaining in strangers angels unawares? Iluman 
ungraciousness is no grace of God I Wo distinguish 
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qaality ; but why run from toads and snakes, or say 
yon like not a dog and cannot endure a cat? There 
arc worse thmg9 in you to which you have no antip- 
athy. My farmer pulled the long, yellow roots of a 
prickly barberry-bush fi'om the clefts of a blasted ledge 
many feet below the surface, and said, If it hud lieen 
anything good it would never have grown so. Do you 
call gentleness and courtesy flowers? But the hand- 
eomost flowering thing is an apple-tree ; and winning 
manners imply delightful deeds. 

Quality, or what we are, is more than what we think 
of God or Christ. Deny them wholly, yet yon are 
dearer to them both than the stiff believer, if you 
work more by the love, without which faith is refuse. 
When Luther called Jamea'a Epistle straw, it would 
seem, unless he could see the flail in motion, he cared 
not for the thi'cshed wheat. Though he doubted thy 
being, said Theodore Parker of the dead atheist, yet 
he kept tby law ; and if such righteousness be filthy 
rags, let the saints have all the clean old rotten linen 
of creed to themselves ! Tlu'ongh underrating morals, 
immorality creeps into the church till no charge of cor- 
ruption hurts a man's standing if he interpret the 
atonement and trinity right. So let us say, character 
first, destiny afterwards. Vain is belief without worth, 
though the worthless eorse be followed with the intermin- 
able cortege of a Celtic funeral. The soul is a stereoscope, 
in which some one behind handles the slides, for we 
cannot account for the pictures. The dullest of us is 
under control and in a trance ; why talk of a few in- 
spired persons? X am a servant, soldier, minute-man, 
with no concern what the disposition of me shall be. 
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He that made me mnst look out for his own invest- 
meiits, for he understands his own interest. Having a 
good understanding witb him, I am in no trouble about 
my end ; nor shall I advise the head of the house as to 
his bnainesa. He knows his own constitution best, said 
one, of the beast he was was swiftly borne by ; let the 
power that carries me keep its own pace, whether I 
travel forever or be dropped on the ground. 

But why is God in bis being and purpose so hid? 
Why has your child's toy secret chambers and springs, 
but that he may search them out? Heaven teases us 
with the inquisitiveneas we torment each other with, 
that the spur for progress may not fail. But let us bo 
silent where we do not comprehend. God must dislike 
being mentionecl so often and talked about so much. 
When a zealot declared at much length the possibility 
of perfection, a good woman said ; Do you not think 
there are excellent people who say nothing about it? 
The devouteat worship never had speech, sabbath or 
shrine, because what is unseen, unspoken, and unheard, 
is the genius of divinity. As doves are scared by 
noise, and the fauies fled at a step, the Holy Ghost is 
not happy in our orders of service, and abides no long 
prayer, Ho comes not at sound of bell, and waits 
not for the conclusion of the liturgy. As some great 
man shuns the blazing reception, and drives ronud 
some other way, so the Lord is a private person, and 
retires to your closet for an int«r\'iew. All oartlilj' 
relations are unsatisfactory, because he is our satisfac- 
tion. Wfis any mortal ever content with his fellow or 
friend? How I adored that man or woman, is the 
bitter cry after the disillusioD, which is common as the 
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illnsion or Oriental Maya tliat wraps all. But what a 
shallow heart that any mortal cao fill ! Ask me not to 
trust you wholly ; confide not utterly in me, for every 
line of human love touches bottom, and we are off 
soundings on!j' in tlie deep blue water of his goodness. 
You were wounded to the qiiiok by some slight? What 
buaineas to be so wounded, when he, the invulnerable, 
is your quick ! No peace but at the centre. Dis- 
gusted with old parties, we form new ; and now what 
good times we shall have with this governor and that 
radical leader to put a new face on Church and Stale ! 
Singjnbilee: for the incormptible have met at last, — 
to develop, how soon, fresh jealousies and low aims. So 
Jesus did not commit himself to men, knowing what ' 
was in man. Be no partisan, however nicknamed j 
for God is of no party. No Eden but the serpent 
crept into, and never paradise enclosed witliout that 
trail and temptation. A worthy clergj-man said: I 
have identified myself with my church. But with no 
ministry, or membership, or Christian name can we stop, 
following the finger that beckons and the foot that 
moves without pause. Napoleon called Madame da 
Stael a phraseuse. So is every talker, I must rely on 
myself, on the self, on the rectitude of my inten- 
tions and whispers of duty in my breast, and nobody 
shall fix, nor will I fashion my final creed. A wealthy 
citizen frankly proposes to buy a doctrine in a neigh- 
boring institution for a hundred thousand dollars. 
But as Simon Magus could not purchase the Holy 
Ghost, so the Episcopal trustees choose not to have 
their faith quoted with Erie, the Ocean Telegraph, and 
Hoosac Tunnel, and doubt about transmuting gains of 
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Boccessfal Bpcculation into tlie gold of the temple. 
Let Ihe stones in Bunker Hill monument honestly stay 
which Fanny Ellsler danced up with the charity of her 
flying feet ; but no purse can confine the Heal Presence 
to the body and blood of Christ ; and when we try to 
construe Christianity by a vote, we forget how our 
religion would have been sold out at its birth, and 
could be bought out now by any majority or plurality 
rule. One seeker with news of God and tidings from 
heaven, tingling from the telegraph that terminates in 
a loving and lowly heart, outbids every decree of the 
synod. When I see people foUowing their leaders in a 
convention or association so meekly, I think of the 
string of homy flshea, called hoi'se-shoea, in the waters 
of a shallow beach, attached one to another in nice 
gradation of size, the largest drawing all the rest at 
his tail. Let ua decline being tugged and towed like 
a boat at some steamer's stem in spiritual mendicancy. 
Thiiik and act for yourself. We have heard enough 
how religion soothes, let us know how it urges ! The 
sheep in the pasture, the ruminating ox and cow, are 
qnietists ; the slow-footed horse 1 hired must have been 
coutemplative ; and these inefficient saiiits cannot be 
or have the salt in tliemsclves Jesus spoke of, who 
do not earn the salt in their bread. IIow we are hurt 
by the notion of God's rest on the seventh day, doing 
nothing since the world was made, six thousand j'eara 
ago, and atler the Ilebrew and Christian canon was 
closed, unable to open his mouth ! Old texts and 
transactions suffice not for present food. I hoard a 
sermon on the Bethany pictures, putting Mary's trust 
above Martha's work. But I said Martha's was fret- 
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work, and Mary in that establishment was the main- 
Btay, who coulrt not take off her hand but all ■went 
wrong. Oh, holy preacher, ilo yon think it worth your 
while to disparage morals with these scandals in yonr 
church ? Neglect not in your doctrines current events I 
Labor and capital, temperance, communism, free love, 
not circumcision, pasaover, and meat offered to idols, 
are our questions. While a man calls mistress the 
woman over whose property and [wrson he plays tyrant 
and master; while a woman puts vanity for humility, 
and proves that if the good of her acx are the credit of 
God's work, the unreasonable female is the most tor- 
menting thing in his creation; and while parental 
obedience is the millennium for which all juvenility 
looks and longs ; while young men declared they did 
not wish to extend tbe list of their female acqnaint- 
ances, and j'oung America himself is as great a trial as 
the girl of the period, we certainly see our own stint 
before ua. But all disappointment is direction to 
the unfailing good, as the drought that turns the ditch 
into an ash-heap, and prints the cattlea' hoofs into the 
baked clay, flrives us to the deeper wells. Anything 
lost, how we seek for, be it a child for which tiie town- 
crier once rang his bell, a missing man or \esso], 
Sir John Franklin or the tTCW of the Polaris, or the 
young woman lured away from home. With what 
agony I sought after the aleeve-bntton in the cleOs, 
and the riug that had dropped from my finger in the 
rocking ship ! An araethj-st fell from a bather's 
hand. At once its worth was magnified a hundred 
times. Had it been swept into a crevice of the rock, 
or carried down the beach, or wrapped by the rolling 
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watera in the green moss, or covered with the slime 
out of which "the monsterB of the deep are made," or 
bnried beocath the surface, or disguised by the hue of 
Bouie film, or hid in a bubble of wind-blown foam ! 
In many ways and Ibul iilacea and strange wiiidiug- 
sheeta on the ocean of life is purity lost, and the 
search for it as vain. But while we seek, wo are 
sought for. Every earthly tiling is figure. We ad- 
mire the experiments with light ! Yet, if we stop with 
mirrors and crystals, if no emblem come of "the 
light that never was on laud or sea," no hint of a 
rectilinear life, no reflection of the beauty of which 
the sun-raya are pigments and every shadow the 
frame, and no thought of the "Eternal coeternal, 
beam," for what do the apparatus and manipulation 
of Newton or Tyndall serve? Ruskin says no pic- 
tui-e satisfies which does not let ua out into the horizon ; 
and I imagine life with Greek senses and an earth 
rich as Egj^it by the Nile would be desolate and 
melancholy without the fathomless sky. No ecstasy 
but in this endiesa reach. I ait on a log in the sand, 
and gaze ot fhe smooth sea-line broken by the uneven 
riui of wooded bills with a transport wbicli no feast or 
flattery, drive or journey, can impart. It is the touch 
of that Immensity which the metaphysician atfirma it 
illogical to assume and impossible to apprehend. If 
light is but matter, it is nought. 

Obligation has but this nnbounded basis ; and pure 
Intellect without the moral sentiment loses its charm. 
If no law but utility, no sanction but expediency. But 
the immeasurable ia the sting of enterprise and makes 
sacrifice the only joy. For why talk of the sacredness 
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of haman life, if the human creature be but a longer- 
lived fly? The parricide has but diverted the course 
of a fluid, which Seqaard restored to the decapitated 
dog and refused to bring back to the guillotined crim- 
iual. There are three ways of dying : by nature, mur- 
der, and suicide. But many cases, put under the first 
head, belong to the second and third. The Cliinese 
executioner goes through the condemned chamber, 
each victim bending his neck as lie passes to the swii;g- 
ing sword, till the floor is covered with the remains. 
O defrander, fornicator, untrusty g^iardian, cmol parent, 
cross partner, unfllial child, the innocent, venerable and 
true-hearted fall at your not more generous because 
less sudden stroke. Yet still as ever, "one touch of 
nature makes the whole world kin." If sceptics point 
to abounding iniquity and insist on our hopeless case, 
the answer is Beauty ; no desolate shore, muddy creek, 
wild desert, terrible gorge or frowning cliff but shines 
and runs over with it to entrance the visitor's eye and 
tempt the artist's brush ; and when the vision fades at 
night, the strange piper, that made the chimney melo- 
dious scores of years ago, to the child sitting np in bed 
to listen, comes to whistle again. If we cannot see or 
hear, it is for want of an eye for beauty or ear for mu- 
sic. Nature always beckons us with her spectacle, and 
like the summons of a trumpet is her sound. Why has 
God put into us this love of adventure but that we may 
advance? A follower of Garibaldi confessed it was no 
political doctrine or love of bis chief that made him 
covet wounds and face death, but the passion for an 
active life. 
Truth ia the detective from which it is futile to hide. 



i 



TUB SEEKER. 25 

Wanileriug on the beach wbere the melancholy and 
accusiDg sea casts up proofs of disaster or crime, a 
broken oar, uDshipped tiller, keel or keelson, spiked 
plank, torn sail or splintered spar, caboose from the 
deck or mattresa cleansed by the salt waves of plague, 
3hii>-fevcr or sniall-|)ox, 1 found one day, an article 
more rare, a coarse bag stronglj' sowed at tlie to|i. I 
lifted it ; it was not heavy. I felt of it ; it seemed soil 
at the side. I shook it ; a metallic ring came out to 
my ear. I laid it down on the sand, and surveyed it 
careflilly, doubting if I would examine it any more. I 
fancied in it carpenters' tools or some singular treas< 
nre in peril of man or nature thrown or wrenched from 
aome reluctant hand, and I lifted it again. I took my 
knife from my jweket, and with trembling nerves began 
to cut at the twine that bound it at the mouth ; liut 
found it difficult to sunder the many twists and tm'n- 
ings of the painstaking, complicated knot. I pressed 
my fingers a little harder at the spot where it had 
clinked before ; they met firm, sharp corners, as of 
bricks. Then a fear came over me alone there in the 
blowing wind and rising tide, as the gust seemed like 
a ghost invisibly to iigure the passions so gigantic and 
flliVil of the human mind ; for I said, some living crea- 
ture has been fastened in, like victims solidly mortared 
into convent-walla, t<D be smothered in the deep which 
has refused its burden, and borne it weary leagues back 
toward the door whence it cainc. I shut my blade and 
dropped the weight, that dismally increased in my hold, 
again among the pebbles. Let who will, 1 asseverated, 
discover the secret ; here my investigation stops. Even 
curiosity is in suspense. Yet what swelling interest 
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in the small package still ! The whole sky overhung 
it ; the whole ocean had vomited it on the land. 
Some one knows, God knows its meaning if I dread to 
know. I leave it in its mystery on the shore, will not 
carry it home. Shortly after searched for by* my road- 
builders, it had disappeared unaccountably as it came. 
But I felt it reaching by unseen cords tougher than the 
needle had drawn through its web to what sail afar, to 
what secluded haunt or house on a distant coast, to 
what past act and future reckoning ? It was meant to 
go to the bottom ; but the world of waters rose retrib- 
utive to fling it on the strand. Had it sunk it would 
not have been from God's eye or man's answer. Noth- 
ing can be covered. The universe is glass. Whispers 
in the ear shall reverberate in galleries ; steps in clos- 
ets and chambers resound over continents. What you 
are you shall appear ; what you do you will be judged 
by; what you said you have not heard the last of. 
Absolve thee to thyself, wouldst thou have God absolve 
thee. 




MAN is an animal, yet not beast, hat covert angel, 
BhowJDg his differeoce iVom the simple creature 
in every act of his life. The brute sweats, tbc hufnan 
being perspires, has even in a passive process some 
profundity, intelligence and will. Fiah and fowl have 
eyes ; yet rather look than see. Tbey do not properly 
behold as, but observe enough to fear and flee. We 
are ghosts to them, but not they to ua. They as well 
as we can gaze and stare, but not discern as we can 
without sight. The sage speaks with shut mouth 
moi-e than fools with their loquacity; and the seer 
notes with closed ej'e. The eagle and vulture are 
keen and far-aighted, yet have not vision. "What mat- 
ters whether the bntch, kennel, coop or stable be set in 
a bollow or on a hill ; the inhabitant shows no sign of 
being therefore better or worse off, cannot appreciate 
the picture, has no ej"e for beauty or love of nature. 
But how we dispute as to the comparative advantages 
of our several city, rural, sea-side situations, and select 
with care and compass the site where to build ; be our 
taste for some picturesque nook, for land and water, a 
cosy IVame to fetch distant views, as in a stereoscope 
(27) 
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under our eye, or a hill-top tbat shall show flood and 
field, sunrifie and sunset, the rising aud retiring Btorm 
in every cloud and scud, and the immense horizon- 
line jagged with billows and woods. I have beou treat- 
ing of that seeking vihicb makes inquest of the uni- 
verse ; and of this the eye is organ and type. There is 
no such traveller. Save in sleep, it keeps perpetual 
watch, I have noticed when I sat still in my boat, 
gull and curlew would fly or light near me without 
terror, and not seem to know there was a man, though 
wild duck or pigeon are supposed able to recognize a 
gun. Yet it is motion, especially swiftness and noise, 
by which their alarm is excited or attention drawn. 
But how little, albeit silent, escapes the human eys, 
which discriminates forms that the animal confounds. 
How slowly the horse learns there is no danger in the 
train and no mischief brewing in the stir of the thicliet 
at the road-side, or hostile intent in the rustle and sud- 
den darting of wings. The human eye is on an endlesa 
journey ; yet how pleased at many an inn to stop ! 
Dwellers on the shore confess that by an unbroken 
view of the open sea, however sublime and refreshing 
at first, they are after awhile wearied and oppressed. 
The incalculable laughter, as the Greek poet called it, 
of the waves, becomes a monotony and melancholy at 
last. The eye rests with delight on the island or coast- 
line, and in the everlasting circle of the main is like 
the do^■e over the deluge that found no rest for the sole 
of her foot. What an ark to it is every rock ! Every 
stable object gives to our sight the sort of comfort we 
have in sitting down when our feet are tired. Our eye 
lights on every sail that animates and diversifies the 
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deep. Had the sea not been so bridged with boats, it 
woald revolt us, and we should refuse to eontflmplate 
it, or only regard it as a hostile power, and, like John 
in Patmos, long for a world where there would be no 
more of it. But there go the aliips, which humanize 
the waste and make it winsome, as caraTans do the 
desert and emigrant- wagons the praii-ie. I suppose ttie 
oaaiB in Sahara has scarce more value to slake the 
thirst than to satisfy the eye saluted so long with iiotli- 
ing but the wbirliog sand, through whose ocean the 
camel is the ship. 

The seer is he who discovers and asks ub to eonsirler 
what is fixed and abiding on the restless ocean of life, 
the landmarks of the waj', what features do not sliift 
and stars do not set. What the spiritual realitj-- 
Bceker has glimpses of the seer surveys ; and though 
the sight fail liim, to have used it once is enough. If 
Canaan appear to Moses from Mount Nebo, or the 
PaciQc to the Spaniard "from a peak in Daricn," or 
the Mediterranean to the traveller on Mont Blanc, or 
the Atlantic to one on Mount Washington, or the 
outlying American shore to Columbus or the Scan- 
dinavian sailor, it is in the range of sight, and when 
circumstances favor will appear again ; and one certain 
view of God and Heaven countervails weary years of 
ignorance and doubt. The astronomer is not so sure 
that the planet or comet whose orbit has been deter- 
mined will swim punctually back as the thinker is that 
his subjects will recur, beyond the compass of the brazen 
tube or too subtle for the crossing hairs on the tmns- 
parent lens. The test of the seer is to take his init- 
iative not from other advice, or man's opinion, but 
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original discloanre of fact. Milton makes his blindness 
the theme of his soug because of what ehinea withia ; 
and of all satisfaction sight is the prime requisite. It 
was what the boys lacked who loosened theiv boat and 
went over the cataract ; and we saj' of the general who 
lost the battle, that lie first lost his head™ Some bad 
passion leaps on the engine and grasps the throttle- 
valve, but, seeing the situation, you will creep ont and 
pitch it from its seat. The perception is what we want. 
We have bread enough and to spare. The corn and 
wheat are up, commerce with its forcing-pump lifts 
abundance to every [Kjverty-stricken hill, and lightning 
makes contracts which steam fulfils to equalize condi- 
tions and upset every throne ; the only drawback and 
debenture is in our sin. How hide murder, robber^', 
and adultery in the trustees of our virtue, with our 
Fourth of July din and scream and cannonade, or toasts 
ing " our coiuitry right or wrong " ? A wail worse than 
from any accident in the discharge of the guns will 
arise and salute our ears after the reading of the old 
Declaration, and when tlie jubilant orator is done. Let 
us honor the seers who impart intelligence, not the 
flatterers who nurse our conceit. A nation, as for its 
fatherhood, leans on citizens of positive power, the plus 
in mathematics, who do not say Yes to our weak pro- 
posals, but put us to our trumps with their question, 
confound our insolence with their silence, and refute 
our errors with their speech, and are radicles of a new 
growth of better judgment and conduct. IVe refer to 
the man of habitual elevation as to a chronometer that 
kee|>s sidereal time. lie is a medium to whom the 
community is a circle, and never comes out of his trance. 
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but is a revelation of perpetual salubrity and surpriBe. 
He shocks ua, indeed ; but like the thunder-cloud, to 
cleanse. Give me a text, saiil a dull preacher to Father 
Taylor. It would be too hot for you to hold, answered 
the pastor of North Square. The reformer ia personal, 
and calls names no more than the truth does. Is that 
so cool, or a burning flame ? When a statesman hart his 
feelings hurt by legislative censure, a reformer must 
take care of his feelings, answered our experienced 
Anti-Slavery Iron-clad, whose hull had been so bat- 
tered and never pierced. But do not whistle away a 
man's, good name? Let the man look out for his own 
goo<l name 1 If it go by his hyiiocrisy and hidden 
shame, what wiU all our pity and protection avail? 
Parents cannot shield children, or husbands wives, or 
parishioners their priest from ill-repute of misdeeds ; 
nor will any pleasing qualities cover up \1ce. If they 
could, it were our standard and example. Weep over 
the coffin of a man's virtue ; but pretend not a living 
body lies on the bier ! The obligation of veracity, 
though it touch sworn friends and darlings of your 
bosom, is a bond that cannot be torn. He is not a 
Christian, said a pious woman of one who had dealt 
sharply with a truckling priest. But the censor was a 
sheriff, a magistrate that bore not the sword in vain. 
Doubt my logic ; but you must not gainsay my sight I 
Galileo yields in words the point he reaffirms under 
his breath, and Cranmer burns off his base signature, 
band and all. Moral t>erception is all. With the fool 
we can do nought, as we can neither keep nor cast 
away a bad statue of Webster, Everett or Mann. I 
would like, eaid an artist, to pull down with a rope 
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some dark night those Bqnirming trellises at front 
doors ; bat there they stay. At all silliness, gods and 
men are defeated and confused. The showman could 
safer trust liis little elephant or Asiatic tiger than his 
idiot out. But they that see must testify. Oh, dear 
friend, I can do anything but lie for you ! Who can 
look a once-discovered planet out of the skj'? No 
easier will it be to wipe out the footprints at Harper's 
Ferry or forget the words drowned with fife and drum 
or choked on the scaifold. The halter has become an 
emblem as well as the cross ; and the seer and doer 
shall be in honor, whether Brown, the friend of tbe 
slave, or Bergb, the prophet of the beast. There is no 
escape fVom infamy and no accident in fame. Thin 
soldier that insulted yon, said Cristophe to the Amer- 
ican captain, — cutting off his head at the word. Aa 
certain however a less summary decree is after us nil. 
It will be justified by the facts. All God's notes are 
payable at sight. Speak what is : " /( ia so," is tbe 
reply, as the mate answers the master with the quad- 
■ rant aboai'd ship, word for word ; and once beholding 
convinces us we shall never cease to behold. Under 
some obscure disease of tbe brain tbe intellect goes out 
in my friend, and he leads an animal life. But the 
sight is latent and potential, not extinct. The caudle, 
dropped from its stick, shall be ILfled and lighted 
again in a more lasting socket ; for, though wc talk of 
end and death and eternal rest, everything moves ; 
there is nothing but motion ; and motion is heat, and 
heat is light, and light is sight. What I do not see, or 
want to have seen, is seen with whatever smile at my 
preposterous hiding, or fi'own at my shallow denial. 
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Tlierc are eyes from which do bed or closet or chimney 
can conceal. Victim of detraction ? I will not believe 
slander was ever any man's ruin. God does not leave 
goodness and truth at the mercy of malice. Tljat 
person has a right to throw stones — said a noble 
woman — because none ever hit Iiim, aud he cannot 
throw them wrong. 

Let us educate and adjust the eye. The first iilea 
is sacred that occurs as we leave God's hand and lift 
the curtain of his tent after sleep, and no evil passion 
has waked up or project been revived. Cherish the 
morning-vision in the morning glow, and look on the 
world when the sun begius to look. They who lio 
and shimber late while the dew of beauty is drunk up 
from wood and field, seem to live in a land " where it 
is always afternoon," and lake a secondary and sleepy 
view, not catching sight of the wliole. The front of the 
procession has passed by ! Genius is integrity of vision, 
seeing for myself, and seeing God in me, and having 
no Son of God see far me, I was pleased with the 
doctor who, first using the stethoscope to ascertain the 
disease, put it also to the ear of the most intimate 
friend of the patient to hear and know for himself the 
exact spot of trouble ; and, though we cannot compre- 
hend the creation in one glance, we have genuine dis- 
closure of part by part. How trivial, said an art-lover, 
when I get into the studio, seems all going on outside I 
All the world existed for her brush. She was right : 
the nniveraal glory can be pnt on a bit of oiletl cloth ; 
and only he who thinks it can so bo caught will hold 
the magic pencil in his hand. Be it painting or music, 
or the pen, this direct absorbing vision, instead of 
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imitation, makes tbe (tifference betnecn talent and in* 
epi ration, what we can and cannot measure. "They 
are apea," said one, of the negroes ; their boasted 
music is Ijorrowed like their broadcloth costume. But 
the ape is whitfl as well as black ; only the copyist of 
nature and divinity shows what came by no monkey- 
descent. But all the talent is nonsense unless it 
represent what ia and exists without begiutdng or end. 
So individual is the human look, that a countenance 
once seen ia never forgot. " Do your eyes," said one, 
"grow bloer, drops of sky, because you are anxious?" 
But aspects of truth are more enduring. They are 
glimmerings of the face of God, whose features change 
not, however seen, dimly or by turns ; and what is athe- 
ism but to deny there is any ImmaBence or perform- 
ance to observe or record ? The lUnsionists say there 
ia no surety, that we see nothing as it is, and our ideas 
are moonshine. But is moonshine less solid thai 
the bank it sleeps on, or sunbeam less firm than the 
earth, or lightning frailer than the lightning-rod, ( 
thought mora fugitive than sense? What is the world 
but a conductor? Science finds force in elements that 
yard-sticks cannot span or scales weigh ; symbols of 
principles finer still ; for as the Pyrenees and Hin 
leh peaks. Capes Horn and Good Hope, stay on map 
and globe for successive students and visitors, BO these 
Bupei-nal things shift not. They are pictures on ex- 
hibition i features of the universe : we go to them with 
less doubt than to Niagara or the White Hills ; for no 
fiood wears away their basin and no storms crumble 
their structure into interval-dust. 
But there are conditions of this beholding : first. 
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Home original quality in the seer, lie ia not appointed 
like an army officer, nomiDated like a chief justice, or 
coDfirmcd in any senate. If he be ambassador, it is 
with an inward despatch. Only historic projection 
makes the call to Moses seem to be on the mountain 
or in the air. His zeal was the bm'ning-bush. No 
phosphoric blaze but the moral sentiment made his 
face so intolerable to the idolatrous Israelites thiit 
they required a veil ; aqd everj- countenance that re- 
bukes our wrong repeats their experience. What igno- 
rajit orthodoxy preached to me that grace and salvation 
must come from without ourselves, as oue picks a 
huckleberry? This is bad religion aggravated by poor 
philosophy. Jesus beard oo summons in the sky be- 
fore he set foot on the earth, and never beheld God 
outside, at whatever remote point or giga tit 
His interior was the firmament that 1 1 1 

kindled beyond the sparkling vault ; 1 in 

science his stars ; sun and moon taper h hand 

Were he better flung out as a meteor th f Id d as 

a flower, or more precious as a violation th an o- 
lution of law? His root from a dry g d w th t 
form or comeliness, small and spindling t ti 1 

eye, was to set aside the big beauty of (j 1 th 1 
Saul. All his flesh served for expression. Those 
who weigh and measure cannot do or bear most. 
David was more of a man than the Philistine of Gath. 
All heavy people can manage is to carry themselves. 
The "countess" of France was amazed that "weak 
and writhled shrimp," Talbot, should strike such 
terror to hia enemies. The strongest person I have 
known bad an insignificant look ; and no cursory 
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glance would raise a suspicion what was in Bonaparte 
or Grant, Wonderful that so email a rod, as i 
artist, can conduct so mutli liglitning all the time 
curious contradiction of our supcrstitioQ of size and 
stature is to the sliglitness tLat often accompanies 
physical prowess ; and it was a supei-flcial remark of 
Coleridge's IViend, that beautj' and genius are diseases 
of the consumptive and scrofulous order. Wo know 
not what health or grace is when we confound it with 
flesh or magnitude. The people who are called we 
and robust, crumble Low often like the clay feet i 
Kcbuchadnezzar's image ; but what terrible power for 
endurance and work lay in that thin frame of Napoleon, 
despised by the French girl he courted as " puss i. 
boots [" His slcnderness was the hydrostatic paradox 
of a balanced Europe. The rose in the cheek is not so 
good a sign as the brown complexion which the soldier 
said gunpowder would not hurt. The soul may be, as 
Novalis said, an active ixiison ; the Are has to be put out 
to repair the machinery ; and in the flaming spirit lovo 
and prayer must sometimes cease and sink into the 
life of a vegetable or a clam that the burnt organs and 
strained nerves may be restored ; nevertheless, a fine 
brain I'italizes the form and is a cause of longevity. 
Doubtless its vivacity and spring cure disease, else 
fatal in a feebler bead. When one regretted that 
Channing's figure was so sensitive and iVail, only on 
such conditions, answered Nichols, can a Channing be 
had. What but the spiritual force, we say lie was 
worn out bj', prolonged his days? How vexed were 
Paul's critics at the stir of turning the world upside 
down from such a weak-voiced and mean-looking man 1 
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Plenty of hnge growth of primoval ferns, nnrt in the 
forest still ; but liow siniill a pot puts forth the splendid 
blossom of huDiau power, which gets its angelic growth 
by other than outward expanse ! Nor is inferiority 
proved iu woman by the physiological argument of 
less muscular vigor or cerebral weight. Womanhood, 
in some faculties below raanliood, is above it iu others ; 
and, if the reform of woman's rights is to prosper, it 
will be by grace of the intuitive among women, those 
wlio see, and not those that scold and call their oijpo- 
nents hard names. They will not be blind to that 
difference in nature as eternal as its unity ; for it is the 
ti'ne womanly that is an everlasting lure. Not loud- 
voiced, but still leaders prevail in war; Molttse with 
map and pencil. Grant without an oath. Our sisters 
are badiy officered, if screamers are generals. Joan of 
Arc comes with her commission from the closet to the 
field. Educate, saya a wise physician, the girl in a 
girl's way, the boy in a lioy's way, for the musical in- 
terval of sex rises not from smiting the same chord. 
Let man and woman report what each sees best, and 
harmonize by acting both on their sight. But there is 
no sex in sight : prophet and prophetess are of one sort, 
a rare species ; and I heard one say the only hope for 
woman is where sex disappears. Not so Ijeen the eagle 
eye, or the vulture's vision far ahead, as that of the lynx 
looking deep within. In the same appearance are 
spectacles how diverse ! In a railway train one sees 
the wondrous weight, so regular and swift, so that in 
my cupola I measure the time by its first morning 
passage rather than my Frodsham watch. One marlis 
the glistening axles, the smoky column's lengthening 
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and retreating arch, and hears the fierce snort of the 
iron liorae answering to the engine-bell. Another gazea 
in U|)On the passengers' heads, husilj- weaving lines 
to cast from yonder city to the ends of tlie earth, 
revolving schemes that reach from Western granaries 
to Southern markets and European ports. A draft on 
London goes with that pull of the driving-wheel; a 
Governor elect is also in the capacious pocket that 
pays the fare ; a coffin lies among the trnnks in the 
baggage-car ; fates and fortunes to fetch smiles and 
tears, a song or groan, are tossed about senseless in 
that leathern mail-bag, — and once more the paradox 
is repeated of that interior which includes the exterior 
view, John Brown is dead, is the refrain one party 
sang. John Brown's bodylies mouldering intke grave, 
but his soul is marching on, is the liymn of another ; 
but the first do^erel perishes and the second chant 
endures, because of a man who, amid plenty of anti- 
slavery zealots and abolition preachers and orators, 
singled himself ont from all the millions for the heroic 
dee<l to stamp a saint's immortality. 

The next condition of sight is a proper adjustment 
of the faculties. The dog has quick scent, the bird of 
prey far sight, the mole and beaver build and mine, at 
the expense of higher powers ; and men sometimes are 
able, adroit and successful through what is left out of 
their brain to belittle them. In Schiller's dividing of 
the world, the mercliant, abbot and king are before- 
hand with the bard; field and fi-uit, wine and ware- 
house, bridge and road, tithe and toll, arc seized before 
he arrives for his shai'e ; but the door is open for him 
to visit God. Why should the contemplator envy the 




I ' 



THE BEER. 39 

ebarper, keen to smell an advnntage, or cunning to 
burrow out a refuge from responsibility, or sly to evade 
a tax and escape a subscription ; and leave on his neigh- 
bor's shoulder the load, as I have seen a laborer take 
the long end of a lever in a barrow of Btono ? Insight 
ia worth more than profit ; but in order to it each power 
must keep its proportionate plai-c. All the lensew are 
right in yonr spy-glass ; but pnll the joints with care- 
less hand, heedless of the lines tliat meaniire exactly 
tlie brazen tubes, and land and sea are lilunk and blind 
to 3"0ur straining gaze. Focus must meet focus for the 
rays to stream so soft and noiseless into and out of, and 
fetch the picture of shores anil ships from the dim hor- 
izon, where mingle the great circles of sea and sky ; 
and turn the hazy mirage into clear outline, as though 
the cliffa towered and woods grew green, and white 
Bails gleamed or darkonefi on tlio dancing waves, aud 
the fresti wind blew in tbe olHng just outside your 
door. The soul is a spy-glass ; and distance is but 
a trick of nature, so that William Blake said, — ■ 
" HeiglU of the sky? I touch U with my stick I" So 
paradiscis.no separation. Active faith can bring all 
heaven before our eyes, and make it the region we are 
in, not one of those foreign parts, such as we call Rus- 
sia, China or Japan. Dr. FoUen, in America, hearing 
of his father's decease in Germany, felt at once he bad 
him. Death was but the good ship he 
had taken passage in I Not Spiritualism, but the suj)- 
posilion of spiritless space is the superstition, 
universe is no corse adorned witJi lowers for a fi 
and those immense spangles above shining nails of the 
Tbe illusion is that conceit of perception 
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which our senses hiJc more than they show, aud hang 
before reality an impenetrable yeil. To the keenest 
watcher with cj-ca alone, nature is a harem that shows 
only curtains, windows, or ungiazed walls. Kept out 
by these shutters of earthly uuderstanding from the 
heavenly society, the glorious vault is, as Carlyle 
called it, an awful sight ; a dismal picture, if, beyond 
the plants and animals we put in a row, all is void and 
dead. What a ghastly thing the cold moon riding on 
her solitary track, the stars a procession at mournful 
obsequies, and the snu for the afllictcd, as the coaches 
bear them awaj', a sad friend waiting oflScially lo see all 
done properly at the toinh, with none to molest the 
last sleep! Want of vision parts seen 'from unseen, 
and admits the distinction of living and dead. But 
science verifies the suspicion that animation has iio 
stop. The rock is a swarm. Resurrection quickens 
every atom. Observation shows in lower creatures 
hints and rudiments of our mental operations. My 
horse su8i>ends eating his savory meal to meditate ; 
when he has made out to his satisfaction the meaning 
of some noise or motion, be proceeds to chew his 
clover or oats. He licks my hand affectionately till 
something occurs to draw off his attention, whereupon 
he informs mo he is thinking now, and I must wait for 
further demonstrations of bis regard. To do away 
with or re-present what is absent is the office of genius. 
At the burial of a child, a clergj-man, not knowing the 
previous demise of the father, nnited him with the 
widow in the praj-cr. Some thought it spoiled the ser- 
vice, as if it could not come within the dead man's 
range, with his sometime partner, by any influence 
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longer to teach and train the offspring timt remainerl ! 
But was not the miuiater unwittingly correct ? Is not 
this the error, invariably comraittod, to fancy an 
impassable gulf which the vanished cannot pass? IIow 
politely we call them spirits and angels ! But what arc 
their wings for? On what errands and ministries, and 
how do they go? An engine does not have to climb 
over the bills, a balloon to roll -on the ground, a steamer 
to go with the wind, a bird to touch a spray of tlio 
thicket in its flight ; the electric fluid chooses for its 
road the iron that blocks our mortal waj' ; and those 
as we say, departed, are not gone, only our eyes are 
holden. You were late for the procession, and missed 
the martial or civic sight. But the good company is 
no showman's troop passing by. Its pace is the per- 
petual motion. Bej-ond marvel or figure of magic wo 
see them keep stop, and our feet hasten after the 
chime, as we follow along the sea-beach whose sands 
make music to the passer's tread. 

Another condition of seeing is concentration. Bod- 
ily feeling is consummate in the eye. First it is touch 
in the skiu. Rising, it becomes taste m the palate 
and tongue. A second refinement makes it smell in 
the nostrils. By a third, more delicate, it becomes 
hearing in the ears ; and one more ascent gives it the 
polish of sight in the eye. What a curious ladder in 
the frame, literal eleiation of seat measuring the dig- 
nitj' of each successive sense ! So inward sight is the 
top of the mental scale. We say the eye is the intel- 
lectual oi'gan, while sensibility is expressed in the 
mouth. But what sound from the tongue, or move- 
ment of lines in the lips, can convey the love, honor or 
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worship that comes throagh a look? Ttike care of 
3'our eye if you would bide the secret of your affection t 
Ko needle to tlie pole turns like it to the dear object- 
Never say how you feel to me ; I shall read it in your 
glance. Bonaparte schooled his looks, and could dis- 
charge them of expression ; and Louis Napoleon, his 
reputed nephew, confessed he attempted to do the 
Bauie. A diplomat said he sat with bis bade to the 
light so that the workings of his mind could not be 
observed in bis eountenauce. Everett's face was mar- 
ble, aud PierpoQt's an abstraction, till the hour of warm 
debate or eloquent delivery came. My sitter, said the 
portrait painter, wears a solemn appearance ; but I 
ti'ot him up and down in talk, and tlie mask drops ; I 
find out in him the fox or lion I would paint. 

The quality of pleasure ia gross in touch, higher ia 
taste, still loftier in smell, further exalted in sound, 
and culminates in vision. How fugitive and unremem- 
berablc is carnal pleasure or pain ! But an odor wilt 
take j"ou up and waft yon on its wings, with shut eye- 
lids, back to your mother's garden, through hundreds 
of miles and scores of years. A drum and fife, a can- 
non on the common, will restore the muster-fleld in 
your native village. A piece of gingerbread held in 
my hand, and not eaten, has painted for me my youth, 
abolished the weary years, made me small and inno- 
cent again, and raised old companions from their 
graves to celebrate with me Uie day of Independence 
in a dream. It is glorified as a transubstantiated 
wafer. The question whether music or painting be 
the nobler art may be settled by deciding which ap- 
peals to the more exalted sense. But there are three 
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ways of seeing : with onr eyes the mechanical shape ; 
through our eyes proportion and relation ; nod without 
our eyes, aa Abraimm saw by faith, and Stephen 
beheld heaven open through the flyiug stones. With 
the naked eye, microscope or telescope, we are obser\- 
ers ; but seers only when supernatural objects appear. 
In the annual tribute to dead soldiers, is it gi'aTestones 
only we decorate and memorial-hails we dress ; or do 
we see those that never deserted the flag still rally to 
some noble cause, those on opposite sides here below 
forming in rank to march at one command? 

From coneeotration* as rubbing sticks together bo- 
gets a spark, comes interior heat and light. My pianist 
takes his seat ; I watch the musical tide set in on hia 
mind, how intense in aim, one with bis tune, indifferent 
to applause, forgetful of his audience and himself, yet 
perceptive of sympathy and annoj'ed by those that 
whisper or come lat*, and in his rapture take no share I 
The fine drops gathering on his brow become a sweat 
of ecstasy and blissfnl agony, that falls and glbtens 
on hia garments, is flung by bis motion into the long, 
soft hair, whose brown turns to gold in the streaming 
light, and is liJio the ointment that ran down Aaron's 
beard and clothea. He is ignorant of the hard breath- 
ing I hear from his ddating nostrils, as he gets more 
absorbed in his theme, and unconscious of the soft gut- 
turals from his throat that emphasize his strokes. Hia 
thumbs come down unawares instead of fingers on the 
keys ho compels to yield what some tremendous pas- 
sage means. But into what tender touches of forbear- 
ance and reserve goes all his strength, like meek 
pl&shes of rain after the thunderbolt I He does not 
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play on the piano, or gamble on its keys ; it ia sacked 
to his hanrts, and is the jet of his soul. He weeps not, 
but burns ; kindles more thaa he melts, and strikes tire 
from the strings. "Kcars are how jMor to flames, and 
reference to self is hinted in their flow ; for their 
aflTection soon runs into affectation, and in heaven, if 
not withheld, thc^ ire never shed. But the blaze of 
genius combines the liglit of reason with the aixlor of 
love in its eainestness to consume weak pathos and 
leave sentimental luxury behind. So with my per- 
former it WIS trinsport alone, the body dropping at 
last in collapse, as he glided, a spectre, from the room. 
Faithfidnets la a condition of sight. Do, said Jesus, 
and you bhall know Experiment reacts to promote 
invention, be the application made in a mill, road, 
manufacture, medicine, any art, or the main one of a 
good life &o fidelity is called a single eye. What 
means this covenant of men- henceforth to cease from 
backbiting, protect each other's good repute, and crush 
a common foe? Conscious innocence needs no such 
joining of hands. When did Christ purchase any- 
body's silence? The covenants were of Pilate with 
Herod, and of Juilas with the chief priests ! Theolo- 
gians have hurt the moral sentiment in representing 
God as covenanting to do certain things, or anything, 
for particular persona as favorites, to which his own 
nature would not lead. The thought is mean and 
unspiritual, though the Bible stand sponsor for it in 
any part. Agreement to stand by each other is the 
resort of the feeble, aware that they need support ; and 
a promise not to blob the precarious reliance of adul- 
terers and thieves. Purity or safety is alone in the 
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single eye. The sort of eye tells the sort of soul, be 
it tlint evil eye, which is no superstition of wizard or 
witch, that cursed and killed, or the good eye, which 
gives the blessing of longevity wherever it may light; 
and we know beforehand if its silence be a benediction 
or banc, another's life-insurance or wreck. We say a 
sister's confidence was abused. The secluction was 
also her fault. She knew your intent as soon as you ! 
Not forsaken is a woman, but in her own diacernnient 
armed of God. She beholds some tilings like him ! 
Death rides on the blast of pestilence and war, and 
worse corruption drives the pale liorse of passion with 
your eye-balls for wheels, impure deeds in the vehicle, 
and bloody hands on the reins. Expel sin from the 
body, yon espel it from the soul. What tender trust- 
worthiness and truth in some people's eyes ! Tlie most 
shrinking are, with them, in desert or dark, more fear- 
less than in any lighted hall, or on any highway or 
ship. 

But is vision the last sense ; or arc we dimly aware 
of a sixth in the strange feeling we have of others' 
purpose without any definable sign ? We divine their 
qualities ; and the whole organism of some persons is 
a divining-rod. Turn the witch-hazel to where water 
is or not, there is a witchery of knowledge surprising 
its possessor and its object alike. There are mediums 
that need no circles or twilight, and wc in vain attempt 
anything behind their back. '^ lie knew their thonglits," 
How am I aware when your assent is not hearty, though 
wartn ? AVhat moves you to decline an invitation as 
pretended, in terms however earnest and clear? There 
ia a property no chemistry can analyze, which trans- 



46 TUB RISINO FAITH. 

Intfis the fable of Ai'giis, and raalvea us give the name 
of eyes to the germs in a potato ami spots on a pea^ 
cock. The Highlander, in Scott's story of second 
sight, beholds one stabbing his dearest friend long 
before the fatal time. Aa the uaturaliat tells ua the 
flsh in the Mammoth Cove lias not lost, but as ret 
failed of the ocular unfolding signified in its structure, 
we anticipate perception we but partially realize or see 
Gxcmplifled in a few persons. Be it an interpretation 
of natural language too rapid to trace, or a direct 
piercing to the springs of thought, no prwliction of the 
weather is so sure as its angurj- of foul or fair in per- 
sonal conduct or the social sky. 

Hope is the prophet in every heart, without which it 
would despah- and die. The good time coming, the 
coming man, the Messiah, is no Jewish or American 
notion, but a projection from the human heart, like 
Mercator'a of the land and sea ; and by no fancy of 
bis own, but a law of nature. Dr. Channing traced in 
his Newport garden predictions of a better human lot. 
Auspices were once found in birds under the priestly 
knife; butmyauspicatorsare those birds on the wing, 
in their song more tnisty than Joremiali'a burden, 
because it is unmixed with any mood of human will. I 
hear aunounced from their morning horoscope more 
than astrologer ever saw. Doubtless they but inter- 
pret a foresight in the soul, such as persuaded the 
sublime heathen, Kam Dass, there was Are in his belly 
to burn up the sins of the world. Pity such expecta- 
tion as delusion? The scientist, rather than the mys- 
tic, is deceived. The immortal sea, " our soula have 
sight of," shifts not its bed. The mountains David 
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epoke of, that "give peaoe," lower not tlieir creata, 
though Chimborazo bow. The axis of the earth is an 
imaginajj line; but what other point is so strong? 
" He hangetli the earth upon nothing ; " but on wliut 
bat him tliat hangs it, is it hung? Yon say you think 
it turns, said the child to the astronomer ; does it turn 
OB your thought? Wisdom is in the ideal, which is a 
presence and peace to the rudest man. A delver in 
the ground cares not for the stars ; yet how he would 
miss them were they taken away ! Is there any fool 
or knave that would not be further reduced if deprived 
of the ideas of beauty and right? The door of sense 
is as wide for brute or idiot as for sage or saint. A 
wind-shaken reed, soft raiment or a shaggy prophet is 
what one or another sees in the wilderness ; as in 
'■ Hamlet," the same cloud looked like a weasel or a 
whale. The plant, which the companion of his walk 
noticed not, magnetized Thoreau. Henry Clay told 
the Cambridge Btudcuts, fortj- years ago, he saw, on 
the Kentucky side of the river, chaos complete ; on the 
Ohio side, a new creation ; but what were the finest 
clerical spectacles reading but the curse of Canaan 
between the sacred lids? It is a jest to put a fleSd- 
glasa to a monkey's eye. What to him are hill-slopes, 
braided streams, " leopard -colored rills," or laden ships 
nearing port? Scarce more than to the lens he looks 
thi-ough. 

That the eye is a power appears fVom the diverse 
ways it is trained in the man in the observatory, rail- 
way conductor, police-detective, drill sergeant, land- 
scape or portrait painter, musical leader or Indian on 
the trail ; and the physiologist shows how it depends 
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OQ the hand and all the faculties of the frame. But, I 
though it have do immediate power, it is vision at last. I 
So a metaphjBician analyzes mental sight as the indi- I 
rect result of much measuring for many an age; but! 
the intuition is not disproved. 

But the seer must note means as well as enJa. 
Lincoln, with hia fir-away Jooli, not heedless of what • 
was near ly , was more a seer tliaii Fremont, buzzing \ 
like a flj on a pane of glass to get through. Tbo ] 
prophet liaa pruilence ftir tlie armature of his eye, | 
and does not rush like a locomotive, with a rock 
on the track. From the working he forecasts the 
issue, as a cannoneer the spot where the projectile 
will fall. In hia baa-relief of the two horses abi-east, 
Greenough puts heaven into everj' braced nerve and 
bright look of the one ascending ; and in the helpless 
plunge and despairing nostrils of the other, snggcsts 
what he need not chisel of the pit. What an astonish- 
ment is sight I The maiden shrinks and withdraws 
her hand. There is no discourtesy, that I can discover 
or suspect, in the man that salutes her. What does 
this incarnate sensitive plant discern and shun? Why 
drop 3 our lids, having, in some snbtile expression of 
the face that confronts you, seen enough? Thanks 
for tiie tender sheath to protect the eye from some- 
thing that tioubles it more than dust I In " Ivanhoe," 
liebecca can but look at intervals on the strife before 
the castle walls Permit nothing in yourself i 
presumption it 19 not seen J The mirror on tin 
dow-sill amuses those sitting in the chamber with 
reflcLtions fiom the street ; and we are all beheld » 
a glass. Do you deny a charge, brand rumors and 
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storioa as false ? There are oyea j'ou take no account 
ofl 

The eeer is revolut ionizer and reformer. Some eyes 
cannot bear a curtain awry, or uneven i-ug. Said my 
friend, the wall is not straight. By my line, answered 
the carpenter, it ia plumb. But, rejoined the fViend, 
did not the eye make tlie plumb-line? How many a 
plumb-line in government and theology has to be cor- 
rected ! Goethe, in his " Faust," plays with various 
expressions, such as Word, Power, Deed, to signify the 
commencement of creation. Shall we not -say Light, 
and love as the light of heat? A bright thought, said 
Channing, began the whole. Love and Wisdom, says 
Snedenborg ; and wisdom is a lomng spirit, more finely 
declares the old Hebrew proverb. All is in the eye, 
Bacon'a dry light, wliich ia never cold. So let culture 
of the eye be our aim ! The meaning of God is Bril- 
liant, the creator, as the sun is sub-creator of the 
world ; and a late writer challenges Christendom to 
show cause why we should not still, like the Persians, 
worship that visible orb in the sky. Materialism is 
having now its day and its run. But the Spirit will 
react. The materialist is not just even to matter, for 
he can give no account of it; and the spiritualist 
makes more of it than he that makes it all. For the 
human creature cannot rid itself of inborn wonder and 
worship, which on the finite cannot be fixed, 
finding, about the sun, what Persian or Parscc never 
knew: its size, distance, motion, flery and metallic 
make, and toss it aside Iram our adoration, as the boy 
does his parti-colored ball as the seams gape and the 
tints fade ; and every conception of divinity must be 
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overlooked, like a printer's revise. I see that defonu- 
ity or beauty in my gj'ound depends on a certain dis* 
position of earth and rock, and wood and road ; and 
my men and oxen go to work. So over the breaking 
up of old, rough forms and ragged creeds, dawns the 
new faith. The ecclesiastic trinity is disiutegratert 
past recall ; the magic exposed of washing the world 
with a few gills of biood, when it takes the vital cur- 
rent in all men and atoning power of God, the beams 
of his face to bleach our blackness, his strength to 
straighten the crooked stick and braid the refuse 
strand, his grace to convert iniquity, and his blessing 
to extract sorrow from joy ; and there is no burning 
throne to consume sinners, only sin. So the shadow 
falling into the house from a great affliction becomes 
more precious than any ray of earthly fame ; and there 
is no gloom fi'om a gravestone which the shining of 
angelic countenances does not chase away. I have 
noticed that the time of my disappointment, rebuff, 
self-reproach is my (Viiitfnl season, as the treachery of 
David's acquaintance wrung melody from his harp. 

On my own seeing I must rely. Why should Jesua 
or Paul see for mo? I must look, as I eat, for mj-self. 
If I am blind, or see men aa trees walking, lot some 
Doctor of Divinity couch my eyes ; then let me use 
them ! With another's coming out to lock the door, 
and tell me what is inside, I am not content. Peter's 
keys are rusty and will no longer fit the wards. Books, 
called sacred or profane, shall help me when I ara 
weary ; but in my lucid intervals I put them all aside, 
and find my ithiminated missal without gilding, or bind- 
ing, or print. Why should a volume, however rich and 
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ready, rob my patrimony? I will read Tennyson or 
Browning while they clear and compose, not wheo they 
i my conyic-tion, and darken or disturb my state. 
Sometimes Isainh is not worth a farthing, I have such 
inward wealth ; and, if a thought como over me, I lay 
Daote or Shakspeare down. For frankly, I prefer my 
own inspiration to Job's or John's. Those curious 
lamps dug up at Pompeii, no doubt once shed a soft 
lustre through the festal chambers that were turned to 
sndden gi-aves ; but the flame went out, the oil failed ; 
and I leare ttiem as ornaments on my mantel, and fill 
other vessels or light modern jets. So the caudle of 
the Lord in my own, and no prophet's breast, is my 
guide through dismal passages and midnight hours. 
Is this dangerous trust ? Need I mistake mean impulse 
for the spirit? My stomach inclines to some tempting 
morsel, but its conscience protestfi ; arid there is a dis- 
criminator in the soul. I am grateftil to evangelist ; 
but he is relieved and superseded when the order comes 
within. Then parable of lost sheep or prodigal son is 
but like a gold dollar to him who has struejj the virgin 
mine ; and the ointment in the alabaster box aa a drop 
to tbc Pennsylvania wells. What service is the Lord's 
Prayer when I know wliat I want? Nothing salisflos 
but the immense and unexpressed. No man's words 
do justice to my mind ; once spoken, I tie not myself 
to my own ; but wear eternal inconsistency witti my 
past graven on my shield. All the water-marks on crag 
and beach are sunk and the lines of aea-weed swept by 
the coast-tide ; and by divine influx every custom is 
anbmerged. Meteorologj' teaches that one hot or wet 
day generates another and that a third ; and if it goes 
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to the ninth, the tenth, like its predecessors, is almost 
sure to come ; so, last season it rains, and this it shines 
almost all summer long. What a parody and satire on 
human habit ! A man loses half his worth, said the 
ancient, when he becomes a slave ; and the slave-owner 
loses more. But the worst slaver}^ is to one's self, bon- 
dage to former speech or act. Some fine ladies can 
abide us only as worshippers. Bend not the knee even 
*to yourself! Only fresh vision is emancipation from 
the coil we wind, a new turn and twist every year. 
Whatever we do, let us see clearer and further day by 
day. See you again^ is the beautiful French and Ger- 
man parting salutation. Jesus greeted his disciples 
80. See you ever^ was my leave-taking, and never part. 
Not patients in any blind asylum of a world, but seers 
of God and each other shall we not all be at last? 
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FREE speech has limita other than those of human 
law. "We may be tnie in not telling, and false in 
having told what we thought. 0!e Bull, with an 
artist's knowledge of his sensitive elasa, said we must 
see and not speak ; and the voluble people, who pro- 
fess so londly their virtue of being plaiu and blunt, 
might learn from the taciturnity of nature and God. 
Oiir phrase, the secret of power, is dictated by our expe- 
rience and instinct how, from a certain concealment 
and darkness, all achievement comes forth, as a seed 
cannot show what is in it till it ie buried in the ground. 
Goethe nursed his literary conceptions out of sight ; 
and a great preacher said he never told his text but 
the devit stole it. The Jesuits' doctrine of reserve, 
however falsely held, had a color in the counsel of 
Jesue not to cast pearls before swine ; and when Ham- 
let complains of being " too much in the sun," he hints 
what a wholesome emblem of privacy night is for the 
mind. The conscious salutariness of retirement made 
Fenelonsay, JdesiVelo be unknown; and John Howard 
wanted no monument. In proportion as we deal with 
reality we heed not the shadow of reputation, and are 
(53) 



deaf to the trtimpet of famo ; anrl to be blazed with 
fashion, a woman of society, a man of the world, a 
thorough-paced politician, or, as a Fayal Romaniat, 
who saw throngh his own canonicals, said he was, a 
priest by trade, comes of that ptiblieity wliere springs 
no fount of inspiration and falls no dew of grace. In 
the very search for pleasure and a floe figure on the 
earth the charm of life has gone. "We have pulled the 
world to pieces as a child docs its t<iy ; there is no more 
attraction ; the cup that was foam is dregs. Therefore 
a great affliction, driving us from the surface, is not 
only always a blessing, as the minister declares, but 
becomes a delight. When I condoled with Amos Law- 
rence on the death of a dear daughter, he remarked 
that such a bereavement added a great zest to life. 
Existence t-annot lose its interest to one who has had 
and lost offspring, because such a passage forces re- 
flection, wakens tbe sense of mystery, which custom 
closes ; stirs inquiry, faces us with the great Power, 
reveals, however dimly, some angel of hope, and 
exercises in the closet or heart's recess faculties gen- 
uine and unostentatious, instead of those that flash and 
fade in the pressing and brilliant crowd ; and when, 
perhaps, some changeling of a human bird lights on 
the bough that has not ceased to ti-emble where the 
first flew off, how amazed with a joy you almost feel a 
guilty denial of the claims of mourning, as the Former 
of our bodies and Father of our spirits ceases to be i 
phrase on the page I 

The unspoken and unspeakable is more than all our 
talk. " Half his strength he i)nt not forth ; " no 
effort is delightful or impressive that exhausts. 
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cause the eagle in his wildest soaring haa reserved 
power we a,dmire his flight. When the preacher labors, 
he fails ; and I cannot accept your sacrifice for me 
unless it he your happiness as much as mine.. The mo- 
tion of goodness will have not the least flutter of 
fatigue or pain. There must be oil in the vessels with 
the lamps thut are not to Bicker and go out, but born 
so freely that there seems felicity in tlie pure, aspiring 
flame. Therefore every reform or regeneration begins 
not with the selfish and cniel multitude, but with a few 
like-minded, blest in their common faith ; a little sym- 
pathy that becomes a contagion, till whole continents 
are the measures of meal it leavens. A way-side con- 
versation becomes the creed of ages ; only the hand- 
ful of disciples, not the excited throng, hear the sermon 
which afterwards no tongue can do without ; a parable 
wraps the explosive principle that shall shatter imme- 
morial saperstitions ; and millions at last kneel in the 
prayer which one supreme sufferer put np in the gar- 
den. Respect the lonely thought, the unshared aspira- 
tion ; laying hold on eternity, it will get published in 
time. 

But bring no bushel to hide your light I Utter all 
your wisdom as Jesus did. Its superiority to common 
apprehension will, like an electric batterj-, guard itself 
from general touch or vulgar abuse ; and in these read- 
ing and editorial days the fear that sincerity will shock 
rises only from conceit. What with Strauss and Spen- 
cer, and Darwin and Mill, we have had so many theo- 
ries as to get beyond standing aghast. Untwist every 
joint of your inalrutnent ; let out the length of your 
lash; open every door and window. Yentilation is 
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the order of the day, and a draft 
than the breeze at each point of the compass, 
which, as it stimulates or quiets every part of the frame, 
by turns, comes no fever or cold. A man pretending 
he has views it were premature to print, or practising 
on opinions he dare not submit to the test of con- 
science and law, is a hj-pocrite and sham. The time 
to give your thought to whoever can receive it is whea 
God gives it to you. Who are you that presume to pre- 
judge my capacity ? said Lemuel Shaw, listening to Dr. 
Griffln : do you expect at the last day to sit on the 
bench, or stand with us at the bar? Let us trust that 
the swine, so mad to find the pearls, which were not 
wheat-gi'uins, or so crazy at the sight of a lunatic, exist 
no longer in the shape of men. 

Beware of making of your unpublished notion the 
cloak of j-our sin ; for he who thinks as he would not 
have folks know, will presently act as he is ashamed 
they should be informed I Jt is my relation, says a man 
of some private intrigue with another, and you have no 
business Kith it! If it is an unhandsome affair, if it 
breaks any law of God or man, if it violates any previous 
engagement or bond with a fellow-creature, man or 
woman, then you have no title, and shall have no 
power to keep it to yourself. God will give you the 
sun and moon for prescnta, — all the beantj' and riches 
of the earth, and glory of the sky ; but not a secret 1 
Tour social offence society has a right to know, and the 
duty to punish. 

There is a sphere of privacy which strangers have 
no call to intermeddle with. Our deportment in affairs, 
that neither threaten nor promote the common order, it 
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is pure impertiDence for id!e gossips to spy out. How 
much it is wholesome to keep apart in your own house 
or soul ! Thanks for the roof that covers the converse 
and dealings in which the family alone are concerned ; 
for the skull that protects with its opaque arch the 
workings of the brain, and for a breast without a win- 
dow for curious people to peer in ! Thanks for the 
walls of flesh and bone that keep in hosts of vile fan- 
cies and evil thoughts ! They are more useful than 
prisons of stone ; and, were they for a moment taken 
down, we should flee in greater terror than from a jail- 
delivery of all the criminals in the world. Only those 
intentions count in court which have been put into aet, 
and In mercy many are restrained ; and Milton says 
evil comes into the mind of God or man without blame. 
But what menaces or makes for the general weal 
must not be shielded or withheld. Scholars and pub- 
lic speakers are sometimes dainty about having their 
thoughts and words reported by the press ; and they 
forbid the pencils at the club or in tiie lecture-room to 
move. It is a nice solicitude, scarce wortliy of a great 
soul. " I must be seen," said Ccesar. I must take the 
responsibility of the convictions I express ; and I never 
will assert a property in them against whomever they 
can comfort or guide. Conceived in darkness, they are 
brought forth in the light ; let them run wherever their 
feet can carry them, or an.y scribe can convey ; and let 
me set at rest my apprehension about their misappre- 
ciation by putting them, aa Michael Angelo told the 
young artist anxious about the light for his statue, in 
the public square. Be not troubled about the reporters' 
mistakes ; it is the gross meaning, the general drift of 
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your oration or lectare that people take ; the particular 
errors, like trifles of punctuation, rto not signify. If 
the note-taker inti'utlo into your chamber, and print 
whiit the coramuuity have no stsike in, to pajnper 
trivial curiosity, let him be reproved and expelled. 
But the fault for the floating mass of hurtful scandal 
or u 1 f t b 1 t wh II3 t h m but to am- 

bitio t Ik 1 I bl h t 11 g to be in- 

terv wed I tempt d t It h If authorized 

way p dp f d d Is, or about 

c.uiT t tt I h tl h m Ifl h reason to 

insi t b t t tl f t p 1 m B no practice 
is offl ! r t m b d t 1 honor so 

let d B t Ij by h t ht of moral 

or p 1 1 1 1 d th g d ti t it will be 

misunderstood. The market settles all values with sub- 
stantial accuracy at last ; and the worth of your idea 
will find a test and get the iuHuence it merits tbrougb 
the judgment of the discerning, despite the prejndice or 
agaiust the clamor of the mob. Nothing, says Goethe, 
is so hurtful as active ignorance ; so much of which 
there is, it becomes whoever has light to let it shine. 
"What railway catastrophes, Boston burnings, and foun- 
deringe at sea it would spare I Mr. Spencer shows 
how not an article or utensil we handle, from the phial 
we drop medicine out of to the bottle of sauce on the 
table and chair in the parlor, but has monstrous de- 
fects which a little inventiveness would cure ; and what 
miseries or gaps in human life for social science to heal 
and fill ! Impart the knowledge you have. I know not 
who will prize what I communicate ; only, if it have 
intrinsic estimate, and be precious to me, let me cost 
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nij' bread on the waters ; it will be gatbered, come to 
a reckoDiDg, and Iced Btarving souls ia quarters of 
whicli I do not dream. Who suspeeta the acknowledg- 
ments to follow hja courageous coiu'se or honest apeecii ? 
But the ruie is to deal with principies more than with 
details. What a blunder to confound truth with fact ! 
Truth is violated often by commnoicating fact to the 
wrong person it belongs not to, and served by keeping 
the circumstance to yourself. " The greater truth, the 
greater libel;" yes, aiid the greater lie, if you mean 
by truth tattling of particulars whose divulging can do 
no good. The most exact whisperer is, perhaps, the 
greatest falsifier, — false alike to those he is trusted 
by or has the care of, " It is true as the book 1 " Oh, 
traitor, who taught you that malice was truth? The 
verity divine is to look and overlook, to listen, and be 
deaf to rebuke ; to leave no trace of strife or auger 
in your face, and have no memory of barm, as the 
brooE^ loses its wrinkles in the bay. " It is a fact," 
But nothing more deceptive, as stubborn than a fact ; 
and nothing more true than the mantle which Noah's 
children dropped ! Desdemona, taking on herself Othel- 
lo's deed, is not " the liar gone to burn in hell," but 
" the more angel she ; " for angels are not tale-bearers ; 
their wings resent such a load. But we have vindictivea 
who are such sticklers for a bad record, and so hang 
to the shameful past, that they would complain of the 
scarlet that had become snow, and the crimson whiter 
than wool ; and, despite the divine pardon, insist on 
red as the right color by all means to be restored, and 
by some eternal mordant fixed in the sinner's soul. 
To hide my own iniquity, and play the impostor, is 
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I 

I unlawful, taking into my own hauda the mercy which U 

another's office to accord ; but the cruelty which rtpa 
up offences confessed and atoned for, is itself, of all 
vices, the worst. No matter if it was a fact ; it is no 
more I A fact perpetuated by taunt, over-emphasized, 
taken out of its relations, pressed beyond its propor- 
tions, and all b 1 th ha a ter or story tabled 
and ignored, a th ba t f 1 

Truth is no tat u ut but apt and living love, 
the nobility bo ae nw nno man. IIow much it 
passes by, an 1 vt 11 n t st ] t 1 IIow much it puts 
in its pocket and h w 1 ttlc t p ns to its sleeve I 
" The past is secure ? " Be it securely interred 1 Why 
remember what God does not? What are time and na. 
ture but his sextons to lay beneath the sod? Old modes 
of life, faun and flower before the flood, fishes that 
swam in Eastern seas, huge birds liiat left their tracks 
in muddy Western river-beds, worn-out customs and 
forms, kiugdoms and tyrants, Assyria and Tjtc, Bab- 
ylon ami Kome ; and shall we save from oblivion a few 
wretched outcomes of the facts that are so mean in 
our neighbor's existence or our own, which ought never 
to have been, and soonest away are best? Kcsurrec- 
tion is good ; but burial baa its glory too ! We have 
to bury how much ! Bury the hatchet of strife, the 
personal quarrel and the family feud, old grudges of 
business and reeoUectious of the civil war, the con- 
flicts thi'eefold with the mother-land. Bury the cold 
aud the dead afieetion too, tenderly but deep. 
Your foolish sympathy and the antipathy more unwise 
have a funeral for, and drop the coflln-lid not only on 
tlie pallid face, but every sad register and association 
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of pain. We put Indiana on a Reaeiralion ; in what 
limits shall we hem treachery, cunning, and revenge, 
those Modocs of the mind? In the Infinite life aud 
love, out of obaequiea of evil may rise forma of good ; 
but more than three days must they wait aijd linger iu 
the sepulchre of silence and forgetfuluesB before they 
can be bo changed. Sleep and deatli are heaven's 
twin-angela, not only for the body, but the soul. What 
fury of passion they take out or transfigure 1 As the 
dim distances and unseen hollows of the hills sift out 
the harshness of shouts and trumpet-blasta, to return 
them in chiming music on the ear, what discords of tem- 
per shall mortal deceasing and lapse of time not harmon- 
ize ? The grave is God's laboratorj-, from which travel- 
lers must not return prematurelj- to roll the stone away. 
Untimely restorations of what is most dear and 
precious the soul resents. Spite of the complaints 
against God for grieioua partings, the long absence 
and uncertain reunion, it owns the beneficent process 
when friends leave the tenement of the senses to lodge 
only deeper in itself, and be so glorified it would not 
have them back in clay, but waits content for what 
shall come through the last mystery. Therefore the 
spiritualism that would introduce them in their new 
clothing at once is, to a lofty sentiment, vulgar, lacks 
dignity and charm. I should decline it if I thought it 
could be. I acce[jt the divine order. 

Revelation must be balanced by seeretiveness, a prin- 
ciple of equal worth, and not to be confounded with 
hypocrisy which is keeping back for bad reasons what 
in us others have a right to know. The woman may 
propose, it is said, as well as the man ; yet what finer 



than the maidcn'e iDstmctive coDCeaucent of her love? 
It is the truth of uatiire and no lie ! Perfect parity 
perhaps could not hluah [ j-et to be unblushing were no 
grace, so nice the play beneath the surface and above. 
True feeling hates show and numbers and noise. It 
seeks seclusion : the eatan of society, never absent 
even wJien the sons of God assemble, drives it into the 
wiklerness ; it builds upper chambers and the crypts 
of temples ; it has a cache deeper than savage or trav- 
eller make in their solitudes for its food and treasure 
which no robber or wild beast of passion can find, and 
it has perfect delight in the only One. I am never 
happy, said Knblnstcin, save when I am alone with 
music, and music is alone with me. Has the spirit of 
one of the old prophets of harmonj", of Beethoven in 
this new composer, corae back? 

The cause of such satisfaction is the undisclosed and 
unknown nature of all. Brown S6quard, perhaps the 
most eminent dissector of the material part of animal 
and man, affirms in the mind a secret power, superior 
to onr oi-dinary understanding, to guide our course and 
solve our doubts. He says, questions have been sud- 
denly answered by it which he had argiimeolatively 
striven with in vain ; that it had stopped him in his 
discourse to his class with its suggestions on a quite 
different matter, so that they were surprised at his 
trance; tliat it reads riddles in sleep, so that the 
It m h 1 nd f tl angels finishing the poor woman's 
ta k at th \ ndl over which she had fallen asleep, 
h a 1 1 1 th that it enabled a young woman, 
h k p t nt to stand on the thin head-board of her 
bed and p ay fo twelve hours to the Virgin Mary, a 
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position slie could not have kept for a moment in her 
volunlary state ; and that it works many wonders, to 
whieh the Bo-called physical manifestations, old or 
new, are in comparison poor. It is interesting to have 
one doctrine come jrom the surgeon's table and desk 
of the priest, from the physiologist's knife and the 
prophet's mouth. Let me note some ofGces of this 
Secret Power. 

First, as it exceeds our wit, and as the doctor of med- 
icine agrees with the doctor of divinity tliat it passes 
understanding, it requires worship. Could science ex- 
plore and exhanst the world, classify all things and 
show what mechanical rule they are uoder, adoration 
would die in the light of knowledge, and intellect be 
king. Could we once see how this immense inusic- 
box is made, as the child does what causes liis toy to 
jump or sing, we should, like him, throw do«"0 our 
plaything with contempt. Says Rubinstein, the men 
of science will find out all but one thing, and when 
they find out that, all will be ruined. Nought will bo 
left to marvel at and be enctianted by. Penetrate to' 
the pole or warm circumpolar sea or pierce the earth's 
hard or liquid core, and we shall belittle the planet 
whose magic we explode, leaving it behind for some 
new cosmic studj But bj- earth and sky, spite of 
Plato or Darwm, some secret will be held, Solomon, 
that royal rake, whines that all is vanity, and nothing 
new uoder the sun But everything is new. Find 
out all but one ? TUut onr is everything I There is but 
one thiug manifold , and the meaning of nothing has 
been told. Peter assures the Jewish sceptics that the 
monotony they fancied in the creation would be dis- 
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turbed ; David enthrones the Lord above the fioods ; 
and Jesus declares God 13 spirit, motion, and breath ; 
and while scientists teach the correlation of forces, 
they own a correlationship, or that the forces cor- 
related are all one that ia without measure or bonud. 
Baker may reach the source of the Blue or Wliite Nile ; 
but no journey has brought us nearer thfi head of the 
sacred Nile of our being than people were five thousand 
years ago. We aflirm all is under law ; yet the world 
is no routine. Was there ever before such a year as 
the past? Can any probabilities project that to come? 
lie is a great mechanic, one said of a pianist without 
feeling ; but the world is (\ill of expression. It is a 
tunc with variations. It shiils incessantly, yet main- 
tains identity, and is a cJiange-continuance, as Goethe 
said ; no two faces, leaves, flowers, spears of grass 
alike. Like as two peas in a pod I But the peas are 
not alike, nor the pebbles, nor the twius you cannot 
tell opart. Every wave differs fi'om its neighbor, and 
every wave-washed grain as well as every rounded 
star. Our science puts things in a row like pins, or 
describes their circle as we join bauds and make a 
ring ; but to mock and balk our wisdom more is always 
out than inside the fence. The serpent's promise is 
broken about our being in knowledge as gods ; for 
Adam is as inquisitive as ever, and Eve is curious 
still. The tower of Babel did not reach heaven ; on us 
falls the old confusion of tongues ; how Spencer and 
Sterling, Agassiz and Darwin contend ! " Who can 
tell what sliall be on the morrow?" The weather- 
prophet makes but a general bit ; some inconvenient 
gale or snow-storm contradicts him ; wet or drought a 
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wuek or month ahead passes his ken ; his dial at the 
Capitol registers signs and not the caUEC, Are matter 
and spirit one? If two, their joiut who call detect? 
A certain regularity with continual novelty ; nothing 
in this world repeated hut a liturgy ! The Infinite at 
every point fetches us to our knees. Folded in an air 
of marvel, swimming in a sea of mystery, walking 
through a land of enchantment, a wizard every step at 
our side, with all our glacial theories, experiments 
with mirrors and crystals, and speculations of Locke 
and Swedenhorg, we fail to analyze the morning-light 
that unseals our vision, the hrook let loose again to 
laugh in the meadow, the cloud's floating battery at 
play with the gravitation whose power to suspend a 
drop of vapor we cannot fathom, or this flashing brain 
that launches its thunderbolts of thought. I am glad 
of it! It is matter of rejoicing, not regret. Surely we 
delight in the divine method in every line we trace ; 
but where the line begins or ends is forever unseen ; 
and the invisible, which not only is not but cannot be 
seen, is the element of homage. Fear not, O devotee ! 
prayer will last in earth aod heaven aa long aa nature 
and the soul I I want to know and pray. The psalm- 
ist's lament, "I am a stranger on the earth," is my 
thanksgiving. I hope God will not reveal himself en- 
tire, only the borders of his power, and leave some 
liacbground for my picture. "Will the illumination of 
science scatter the shadow? It only makes it more 
wide, as the aun casts a grander shade than a candle, ' 
All haii to advancing science, for the sake of the won- 
der and worship whose breadtli it insures ! The larger 
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ami blighter llie circle, the more vast and firm its 
edge. 

The Secret Power servCB important practical ends. 
One is of Determination. How often we halt per- 
plexed ! Shall I go or stay, speak or be still, advise 
the man going to ruin, or " neither meddle nor make," 
lest the case become worse ? Nobody can tell me ; 
and no wise reflection or generalization decides. As I 
throw the reins on my horse's neck in the dark, and 
trust bis instinct for the way, so I yield myself gently, , 
■without wish or bias, to the power that direets. Its 
range of advice is greater than we suspect. We are 
not left to fumble round, and play a game of blind- 
man's buff, unless we let some creed-baudagc be bound 
over our eyes. What calling shall we pursue? The 
finger of nature points. Said my musical friend: "I 
am irreconcilable with the Heavens for not telling me 
whether to comi>ose or perform." " But," I answered, 
"do you expect an angel, or visible God, or voice 
from the skj-? Your own brain swarming, and sting- 
ing you with ideas, your inspiration for the ' Ocean 
Symphony' the will so potent you feel it withdrawing 
your hands from the instrument to the score, is your 
order ; and nothing audible could be more clear," Be 
hut the humble servant that comes everyday for orders 
to his master's door, and you will remain in no doubt. 
Act not from whim, or casting lots, or opening a Bible 
for texts, or expecting something to turn up, or 
the chance of the hour, more than does a sailor 
or soldier. The time and tide that wait for no 
man will come for all ; a wind will rise to bear the 
vessel it were vain to push, and none need be at the 
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mercy of accident or their owq will. It was a foolish 
woman that beckoned a suitor back because he took 
her refusal meekly. Never say yes, till you hear it 
within. Do you bear nothing? Ton do not hearken! 
Have you prayed over it? We exa^erate the impor- 
tance of prayer- We make so much noise in our 
churches that we have no chance for the reply. Why 
give the Lord such a heap of information, or sbout to 
him afar to bow hia heavena and come down, when bia 
being is but the best in my own? What is God but a 
noble shame at my own short-coming, the ideal my 
actual can never overtake I He is what I whisper to 
not with my lips. Persons together in a room in close 
sympathy often say, one to the other, " Did you 
speak?" when not a syllable has passed. God is that 
inward speech. The earth is hia footstool, the clouds 
hia chariot ; he flies upon the wings of the wind, and 
all the sparkling orbs are his outriders ; but himself is 
whatever right thought or good feeling gleams and 
throbs in the breast. There is a dawn I watch for 
more than for the morning, a stir in mo stronger than 
the starry revolutions. Tbe oracles are dumb ; the 
caves of sybils with weeds of centuries closed up and 
ovei^rown, and they are but figures in a picture now : 
the pagan tripods are broken and the Hebrew shekinah 
dim ; Urim and Thummim are a dead language, and 
ark and tabernacle laid away in the garret of men's 
minds ; Isaiah and Ezekiel are in their cofllns, and a 
Baviour's second advent in the clouds has become 
■ hopeless as the dream of some lover's return. But for 
wUoao seeks there is guidance yet. It will come not 
at the sound of phrases void of ecstasy or agonj', or 
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out of a book or memory. No paper pellets will burst 
open the celestial gates. ITow the Loixl mnst despise 
what we call being happy in prayer ; a string of com- 
mon-places interlarded with Scripture quotations from 
a mclliBuons mouth ! These old verses, instead of our 
own cries, remind me of the obsolete Spanish cannon 
I saw lying on the beach with the brand useless at Ten- 
eriffe, or of Quaker guns. The caw of the crow, chat- 
ter of the king-flsher, honk of the wild goose, are more 
genuine than these repetitions. I cannot distinguish 
their smooth running iVom the Eomish beads, or the 
little bullet in a groove that serves for the pendulum of 
a clock. I knew a man whose prayers were so fine ha 
had a cunning phooographer to put them down, that 
God and the public might both have the benefit. They 
were caught as they flew, and, like birds, clipped and 
caged. They could scarce soar to light in the divine 
presence, when so addressed to a human audience and 
fashioned for literaiy repute. I hardly wonder at the 
woman who says she never heard a petition in church 
that was not an offence ; and I doubt not it were the 
best prescription for loquacious leaders of devotion 
and all fluent piety to be forbidden vocal prayer. 
Nevertheless exists the Secret Power ; and whoever it 
leads knows not if it approaches or is approached, 
speaks or is spoken with ; only that there is with it 
no perplexity, for its mind is made up, and its gift is 
obedience and x>eace. 

The Secret Power is a consoler. Why should grief 
mean parting at death, with so many greater afflictions 
in life? Living troubles, worse than death, we say, as 
if death were bad, this quiet bed where we shall toss 
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Tmeasy on our pillow no more! Wlien ono'a regard 
for you 18 deceased ; when your old friend's confidence 
dies and your supporter does not expire, but deserts ; 
when lively affection gives up the ghost, then death- 
beds cease to be melancholy and the cross loses its 
tragedy. There is, when love departs, no funeral. 
You do not have prayers, form a procession, toll the 
bell, hire caiTiagea, pnt on black or call for the priest. 
Who ever wanted any ceremony when his heart was 
woandcd within? No presentmeut of human nature 
BO sad as its craving the forms and flatteries and per- 
functory felicities in open meeting over the deceased. 
When notes were .common in churches, what a wilder- 
ness of supplication the strange preacher was some- 
times lost in ! ITow he stumbled through, or what 
comfort was had from the conventional mention of the 
varieties of bereavement, of parents and children, 
brothers and sisters, husbands and wives, did he ever 
learn? 

We make too much of providential troubles and too 
light of those we mutually inflict. We think it hard 
if our circle is broken once in many years by death. 
But who shall solace ua for the unmasked hypocrisy 
aud unfaithi\il compauionabip which is a common cir- 
cumstance of distress? In mortal sorrow people weep, 
lift decorous kerchiefs to their eyes, and are not 
ashamed of their streaming cheeks. But there are 
other hidden tears, forced back with bitten and bleed- 
ing lips. There are suppressed, unutterable groans, 
and no publicity of pain from the worst misuuderBtand- 
inga and violated oaths. The muse of history flies 
over them too high to take note. No autobiography 
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lets them in. They Blwmber in secret drawera, in. 

mnnuscripts perhaps shown after the lapse of a gen-- 
eration, to draw confidential sj-mpathy from some 
chosen friend. They wake every morning to wonnd 
those that open their eyes. But the appeal is in order, 
to the Secret Power. It matters not that you a 
unbeliever in prayer ; nature is too strong for you, anij 
you cannot withhold that invocation more frequent and 
etTectual than all the cathedral collects and chants. 
That Power wliich is onr deeper self, can mend the 
break in severefl hearts, though, as Coleridge i 
they bo like sundered cliffs. No wrong of tlie belied 
or unappreciated but it shall care. You tell me Jesus 
had no friends. Xay, who so many? lie with his 
cross, Socrates with his hemlock, and Brown with hia 
noose, not owned in their real worth ? B.ited rather 
euoi-mously, every drop of blood millions beyond its 
intrinsic price 1 Did Lincoln think all was gone a 
sank in his swoon ; or that the assassin's bullet would 
kill slavery too ; and that England and France hearing 
the explosion in the little theatre in Washington would 
no longer dare to dream of stretching out over that 
sacrifice an arm of intervention, lest they roused a fiiry 
from that intimate sentiment of the Secret Power to 
which no limits can be set? 

The Secret Power commands. The scientific ob- 
server spcciQes its wondrous teaching, to suggest new 
ideas, surprising as miracles to those they reach, and 
to settle problems in mathematics or metaphysics i 
sleep or by the way, or to lead the soul in pitch dork 
of doubt as it docs an animal at midnight over a star- 
less and moonless road. But of no less account is its 
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j dictalioa of sanctity and Belf-controt. Men excuse 
li themselves for Bcneual excess on the gronod of hercd- 
|| itary coDgenital disposition, an exubcrfliit nature tend- 
>: ing to pleaanres of the fleah. The Secret Power in 
J them frowns at euch defence, and bids them draw 
. against temptation from its never-broken bank. We 
) might scorn a constitution prone to ill but for this 
'i back-door to God. There are two roads to hell ; two 
'1 appetites men ride on to ruin, one for strong drink, 

and one which makes no one stagger in the street. 

What is the policy, i-egulation, or prohibition for both? 

We are safe against either only in the covert of the 
l' Secret Power. A naturalist set before a newly-dropped 
,1 kid three dishes, of wine, honey, and milk. It looked 
, at, smelt of and passed by the firat and second, to drink 
ll eagerly of the third. An unsophisticated nature will 

spurn the mad wine of passion, the enervating honey 

!'' of luxury, and take the sincere milk of truth ; and true 
charity is moved less to overlook violated purity than 
to insist on the bond. 

Our malady is profession and parade. In nature 
the power, however termed, gravitation or magnetism, 
is unseen. Orthodoxy is correct : 

" Thla world is all a flcellng show ; " 



And, as the showman comes with his train of teams 
aud tents and spangled dresses for his performers, and 
strange beasts from the jungle aud the eea, stays for 
a day, then folds his canvas and is gone, so, after 
Uiifl little entertainment we call life is over, the plat- 
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Form we eit on shall sink, and the starry covering be , 
rolled together as a scroll. 



Bat the Secret Power, and we somehow with it, shail 1 
5ur\*ive. Wlien Harry Vane, the martyr for freedom [ 
under Charles 11., was drawn for execntion to Tower I 
Hill on a sled, he said, with a smile, — "I never felt I 
better in my life." From roof and window and the 
crowd below came erica, — "The Lord go with your ' 
dear aoul ! The great God of heaven and earth appear 
in you and for you ! " He laid his heart on the block 
like a child falling asleep. Ilia last words were, — 
" Father, glorify Thy servant in the sight of men that 
he may glorify Thee in the discharge of his duty to 
Thee and his country." A curious observer of execu- ' 
tious said his countenance did not change in the least ; j 
and his head alone of all he had ever seen in the same ( 
circumstances, after being severed, lay perfectly stilL 
What could so nerve and compose a human creature ' 
but the Secret Power? "Who can believe nothing rose ' 
out of that blood? In every age this immortality 
reappears. John Brown, on the way to his gallows, 
remarking on the beauty of the Virginia hills, is a pic- 
ture which there is an artist in every soul to draw. 
In the brooding spirit is peace, never in the crowd. 

■ " Wise Saadi dwells alone." 

Said a maiden : I am never so bappy in any company 
as by myself. Only closeted with music, for the bar- 
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I moniat, all care departs. Doabtless it is because such 

[ solitude is tlie best society. In it the images of oar 

I beloved, heedless of the dead, live, flock to us, and we 

rejoice in the birth of thoughts to bless the world. 

Take not the musing man's shyness for pride ! It is 

I but the shield of a process more precious than that of 

the watchful chemist or the sitting fowl. If you deem 

I him unsocial, yoo forget that the most secretive of all 

things is love. She, that never told that, need not 

have Bat " like patience on a monument smiling at 

I , grief." I find that love is satisfied without expression 

or return. If, against the theologj- of retaliation, I 

,' hold God's love independent of man's gratitude, it is 

' because I know my own is bo ; and I cannot fancy I am 

better than He ! Flowers bloom on the edge of Alpine 

■■ snow — another climate may be so near — and kind- 

r' ness can blossom back to the curses that freeze. The 

' difficulty with a certain woman of genius was that her 

I mood was hei' tyrant, and she wished to make it yours. 

i' But unknown and unrequited is not unhappy love. 

! The instant we put a fellow-creature outside our sym- 

I pathy as an outcast and alien, though we quote Serip- 

I ture for it, we are devils' advocates, and have fallen 

I from grace. Capital punishment is society's eonfes- 

I sion that it cannot take care of its members. The 

diminishing of crime will arise less from dread of the 

gallows than from a sympathetic recoil against guilt ; 

and 1 am not sure but the new doctrine, of brutes as onr 

poor relations, makes of all meat-eaters cannibals, one 

remove from the Fejees. Love feeds on the beauty it 

cannot consume. We are made to grow by sacrifice, 

A like decidnous trees that reclaim not what they drop ; 
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and we can conceive the losa of flesh and all ita ap- 
petites, limbs and organs, with our essence intact. 
Shakespeare in his sonnet deprecates mourning, 

" Lest the wise world look iuto jonr groan. 
And mock joq with me after I am gone; " 

with what a curious parallel in " Twelfth Night " I 

"Sot a flower, not a flower sweet 

On ray black cofflo let there be strown ; 
Not a Mend, not a friend greet 

My poor corpse where ray bones shall bu thrown ; 
A thousand, thousand sigha to save, 

Lay me, O, where 
Sad trne-lover never And my grave, 
To weep there." 

It was writ of Moses, no man Ir'nowcth of his sep- 
ulchre ; and entire affection has in itself such satisfao 
tion, it covets no stone or tear. 

So deep is that love which begets the world and 
works in ways ofL so dark and dreadful, that some are 
bold still to dispute, if it be pnre goodness. Tet it 
goes on, and speaks for its vindication no word, save 
in our experience of need of such discipline as our off- 
spring esteem unkind. To a fond and over-indulgent 
mother it was said, — I admit your praises of your boy J 
he is no pebble, but a rough diamond, which, to be jwl- 
ished, must be cut and scratched. I will love him, she 
answered, and the rest of you can cut and scratch. But 
the love that stops short of coiTection, and only humors 
j-our child and yourself, is not love. Love descends oit- 
comprehended by its object, content to bide its time of 
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being understood, Why do you care so much for your 
calf? it cares not for you, said an impatient fanner to 
his cow, aa the little one she mooed after staggered 
off to get out of Ler way, O sons and daugbtors, 
you wilt return our feeling to your own and to us 
only when the great mystery takes ua from your sight ! 
Love is not trade. Barter cannot express or explain 
its original. Its Infinity is imaged, a sun iu the dew- 
drop of our Boul. " There is a rose," said one to her 
neighbor, " on your grounds that grows without thorns j 
and lovers pick their tokens from its bush." "Per- 
haps," be replied, "my critical temper is the thorn 
that was plucked off, and is now in mc ! Yet the bush 
is planted, blooming for you in my heai't." " It blooms 
there for all," she exclaimed. So, conceal what wc 
may, love ia never quite hid, but an open secret for 
all who love ; this is the paradox, that what Is most 
eacred and private is best known. 





THERE ia a moral in the changing notion of the 
devil in different ages and lands. He is a serpent 
creeping on hia bellj', a figure of sensuality ; a roaring 
lion, t\-pe of craelty ; a fallen son of God roaming the 
earth for mischief, and permitted to suborn fire and 
Bword against Job ; a rebel captain, in Milton's poem, 
waging open war against heaven ; a tempter, accnser, 
liar in the New Testament ; a polished gentleman in 
Goethe's " Faust," no longer — 

" Swindging the scaly horror of his folded tMl," 

and showing no token of former violence save the relic 
of a higher sort of beast in the concealed cloven hoof; 
not a wolf in sheep's clothing, not an angel of light, no 
blustering landowner, unfolding, as to Jesus, his pan- 
orama of kingdoms, but a human sharper and cheat. 
Dropping the metaphor of his now disavowed and dis- 
credited majesty, he is simply insinecrity. If we per- 
sonify him again, he is a lawj-er making the worse 
appear the better reason, a swindler in trade, quack 
doctor, a minister, saying one thing in his study and 
(76) 



another in his desk. "Do you believe the Bible in- 
spired?" sueh a one was asked, "As an Episcopal 
clergyman, yes ! But as a. man, I think Solomon's 
Song an indecent composition." The reason for this 
altered view of Satan is the shifting motion of sin. 
Wickedness becomes wily. It effects its ends less by 
assault and battery, mob and riot, rending or threat ; 
more by circumventing and undermining. It is not an 
army, but a ring, — a railway management, a city gov- 
ernment, a seet or party succeeding by fraod and 
trick, — and 

" WliGDCe ami what art thou, eiecrable shapef" 

is a line no longer fit to the evil essence that comes in 
such various disguise. 

The snare is that insincerity in religion is oflien not 
conscious malignity, but desire to suit truth to the 
hearer's capacity. It quotes Christ's example of with- 
holding what his disciples could not bear, and forgets 
our difference Irom those rude publicans and flshermen. 
People can bear anything now. The air is so full of 
ideas they only pretend to be shocked when their inter- 
est or prejudice is shook. The Jesuit is no follower of 
Jesus. The Lord's pity does not excuse our treachery ; 
and when a man says he has thouglita it were premature 
to publish, he is unjust to the intelligence of the times. 
The photograph plate is prepared for his impressions, — 
the train waits for the locomotive. TVe stop without 
inapiratioQ, We would die for the truth, but shall die 
a worse way the second death for want of it. 

But what constitutes or generates insincerity? Re- 
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garding truth aa external to the miud, a conventionality 
or papal infalibility, portable in propositions and forms ; 
like history, in Napoleon's definition, a fable agreed 
upon. Ileucc summaries and circulars of doctrine 
passed by a majority- vote. But concerted opinion is 
not truth, which words can only hint, and never express. 
If it be vision of God, in no Bible can it be writ, in no 
indiridual incarnate, in no church absolute, in no ritual 
expressed, with no earthly finality put in pound, but 
sings and flics to be adored. Decant the sea ; make 
with force-ptiuip an exhausted receiver of the sky ; get 
the range, like a bullet, of a ray of light, how far Sirina 
or the sun can shoot ; you have not compassed its lines. 
Faith is the centre of gravity falling within. It is the 
poise which is peace. When it falls without, it is 
unbalance of vain ambition, and greed to be heard. 

So more than good-nature goes into sincerity. It la 
mental as well as moral ; conscience in the intellect aa 
well as the heart, Aa every faculty has its own 
memory, and every lobe of the brain is a memorandum- 
book, so each power has that sense of right or wrong 
action which is its own conscience, — as the stomach 
with its delicate hints is said to be the conscience of 
the body. So, many men, who could never commit 
theft or adultery, have unconscientious minds. Ephraim 
Peabody said of Lyman Beecher, " He has good aims 
and feelings, but his intellect is totally depraved." 
From the muddle of amiability to all opinions called 
liberalitj', with its monstrous cant, no matter what a 
man thinks if he lives right, will never come the sincer- 
ity like honey squeezed from the comb, with no atom 
of wax to mar the sweetness or atain the hue. 
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So it is hard to he sincere. " Siocere milk or the 
nord," Bays Peter, as though we coutd suck it tike a 
babe. Says a young girl of her companiotis, " They 
might at least be eiucere ; " aa though it were an easy 
attaiDmcot ! I wonder at folks presuming to say they 
are sincere. I query sometimes if the tongue be a 
thing made to tell the truth with ; or if David were not 
light that nobody tells it. " Easy as lying ; " but 
into the article of sincerity goes infinite study, beside 
the impnlae of the hour. Plenty of the kind-hearted ; 
where shall the candid be found ? 

No bounty ia put on this cscellence, lest ao it be 
spoiled. "What a scarce visitor, and unwelcome 
stranger 1 In Miss Edgeworth's novel called " Helen," 
one says, " I speak the truth bluntly." But remember, 
Bhe ie told, vihoever makes the truth unpleasaTU, com- 
mils high treason against virtue. But who can make 
the truth pleasant to a knave? Certain substances, 
soft as oil to the sound skin, cauterize disease. Truth 
is a flame that burns the proud flesh. For the flue 
work in the crucible or at the forge there must be heat. 
now can a reformer be other than hot to an oppressor, 
rum-seller, woman wronger, man that steals a railroad, 
or that wants to steal a church? Christ's predicted 
baptism was^/ire as well as air. Characterize a trickster, 
qualify a plotter, give any bold sinner the investiture 
of speech he deserves ; then look out for the brand 
on yourself as a violator of charity, hard on a fellow- 
creature, pursuing a deserter of what he had sworn to 
maintain in the ranks of religion or the state with a 
" storm of invesctive," when with the sorrow of a 
merciful sui'geoa you have been treating a tumor 
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(Quarantine. ^M 
It 18 not ■ 



or B wound, or putting a plague -patient in (Quarantine. 
Every upright traveller comea to a cross, 
roacle of wood. Were such an one so hard to hang on 
a little while ? Think you Christ's was of hewn timber ? 
Is the true cross cut of silver or diamond, gilt on the 
cathedral spire? Is it any one of those the bloody 
tree itself is supposed to have been shaped into, and 
all of whiuh a seventy-four gun-ahip would not afford 
material for? No: into the fashion of it goes no 
hammer or saw, chisel or nail. Love is the upright 
beam and truth the transverse I 

If sincerity be centrality, the mind's not losing its 
footing, according to Theodore Parker's seal-motto, 
being moved neither by the billow itor the blast, never 
had any article so many counterfeits. Blurting out 
the spite, which is disturbance within and around, some 
piece of male or female humanity may call being 
sincere. The general jail-delivery of every crude 
notion of a fonl imagination, like "Vulcan's stithy," 
is not sincerity more than some people's atmosphere ia 
odor of sanctity. Stout assertion of a borrowed opinion 
ia not sincerity more than paste is gem, or imitation 
the real bronze, or the Bank of England notes, in the 
great Napoleon's counterfeit, were sterling. "We have 
in Boston a class of persona over»cultivated with e: 
of book, conversation and society, pouring out affected 
convictions with loquacity as loud as the run from pun- 
cheons of adulterated wines. Their minds are palimp- 
sests where one writing obscures another, or like the 
canvas of which Sir Joshua Royuolds said, " There are 
seventeen pictures underneath this, some better and 
some worse.'' Bhetoricat pliilanthropists are not sin- 
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cere who have taught their tonguos to wag at the bid- 
ding of any hasty conception, uncbaritable suspicion, 
or ill-assumecl canec, like bravoe that let their daggers. 
If jou are at the mercy of every strong miod that yon 
meet, if yoa take as a mechanical color the view of the 
last treatise yon peruse, you are not sincere. A temper- 
ance man is not sincere if, actuated by whatever motive 
of hnmanity, he affirm alcohol always poison before 
science certifies the fact. The clergj-mao is not sincere 
who holds forth authority he does not fool. One says 
all hia instincts revolt from everlasting punishment, 
but Christ taught it and he must, I say to him, " You 
do not believe and cannot honestly teach what your 
inmost sense recoils from. What is faith but interior 
I)ersuasion and assent?" The same person take? for 
granted the truth of every miraculous New Testament 
record. I say, *' You cannot credit what you cannot 
think and rationally represent in some form of intelleo- 
tual harmony to yourself. You can only grasp it as a 
tenet, bind it on your superficial understanding, and 
preach it from no deeper than j-our tiiroat with your 
will." To oppose one's public to bis private character 
and course is insincere. A religious editor consigns 
Unitarian and Universalist heretics to hell-fire, aud 
treats views of God aud man his line cannot fathom 
with vile epithets and unmeasured volubility of scorn. 
When he meets the victims of his pen in the office or 
street, or in some benevolent association, he hails them 
with laugh and jest as his companions and peers. Ha 
does not believe they are going to hell more than he 
is ! He only makes believe. lie is a diplomat, an 
operator in ecclesiastical stocks, as airy as Fisk on 
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Wall Street, a writer for some ecclesiastical Buncombe 
with his vulgarity letting down the constituency 3 
OQght to lift, not a sincere gentleman, though he pass 
for a good, fellow or become a hiahop. " The lie that 
sinks in," says Bacon, "hurts a man; "and this is 
inconsistency at the root. The worst deception is of 
candor wearing a mask. You have seen Herrmann, 
the prestigiator. How fVank be comes on, exp 
his breast, strips up his sleeves, asks yon to feel i 
pockets for any concealments, and then "proceeds with 
bis trick ! Jugglers enough cost us dear without 
admission fee ! 

Bnt the theologian excuses bis secretion of wisdom 
with the plea of good-wilt : " Cast not your pearls be- 
fore ^wine." He sets the esoteric clock different from 
tbe esoteric, like the time-pieces at the railway sta- 
tions to expedite tbe traveller with benevolent deceit ! 
I answer, " Offer not up sincerity to love. No love Is 
genuine whose altar asks such sacrifice. The good 
nature you yield plain dealing to is hindrance, not 
furtherance : no road, but a swamp. Make your 
tongue hard as a turnpike or iron rail rather than, in 
Solomon's phrase, ' a deep ditch ' ! " 

This ia unacceptable in house or shop ; makes sen- 
ates howl and tabernacles rage ; fetches insult from 
governments, as Russia ia stung with a Catacazy dis- 
missal and England resents an Alabama demand for 
which she had thought an apologj- a legal tender ; and 
it comes to a poor market in church. The priest ia 
popular who, with mutual good or bad nnderstanding, 
covera up questions and faults, in tbe record or ritual, 
brought home to his conscience by any intelligence 
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that qualifies him for his task. If duty prick him to 
veracity, what remoustrance from those wlio, like the 
family under t!ie White Mountain slide, feel safe 
asleep I Touch not the foundations though they be 
sand, quicksand, volcano-crust, or nibble-slone, as in 
the Pemberton Mills I All may seem well in tliis 
policy, but it ripens to a catastrophe. A crash is 
coming in something more important than Erie or the 
New York municipalitj'. Equal inspiralion in scores 
of books, of many lands and ages, bound into one, the 
Christian's being about half the floating literature of 
the first two centuries ; the whole volume containing, 
with infinite truth and beauty, many errors of fact, as 
shown by Colenao, low ideas of God, unworthy senti- 
ments, not a few fables, much irrelevant matter, and 
not a little false logic or substitution of metaphor for 
truth, to pass muster under apostolic names ? No : 
such things have not the pass-word. They caunot be 
franked through in tlie great mail of time ! 

The disturber of the pew is charged with harping on 
his theme. But how David harped on his I Have we 
any option? Euclid to choose bis axioms, Colburn to 
make the multiplication-table and settle how much 
seven times nine shall make ; Paul, Isaiah, Jesus to 
decide on the topics which are Another's selection? 
The prophet's word is a message, burden, case in court, 
■necessity which his delinquency makes a woe I His 
credentials and creed arc worthless unless at first hand. 
The Divinity tele^aphs to the obedient ear. What is 
ability but a trained spirited steed, a statue at the 
post, not pricking his ear or turning his eye at your 
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irrelevant coming, till the owiicr mounts him, — then 
on his errand with lightning pace. 

But we must nut l>e harsii I " He never spoke ill of 
any one," — that is the crown of praise. We must 
treat all alike ? I answer, " Love is uot such a fool ! 
It distinguishes things and people. Yet is not equal 
regard for all Christ's Collect in his flgnre of the rising 
sun and falling rain? Yes ; but what a discriminator 
is the sun ; tropic to some, arctic to others, a resident 
at the equator and an absentee at the pole, scorching 
or temperate, shining or in a cloud ; in Spanish phrase 
a fertile sun in Teneriffe, but not to the Esquimaux ! 
So to God men are as far apart as the ecliptic belt 
fi-om the freezing zone. One finds in the sun of right- 
eousness a genial warmth, another a consuming fire I 
May not your atmosphere turn the benediction of the 
rain to sleet, or snow, or arrows sped by tho east 
wind ? Sincerity may be an iindelightful thing ! " They 
are fond of each other," — do they confide in each other ? 
Note the roof-tree explosions, like northward -travel ling 
earthquakes or avalanches down the Jungfrau after a 
storm ! Alas for the passing of aJTectlon into aversion, 
the tragedy of the world, husband and wife despis- 
ing each other, mother and daughter at swords' points 
because sincerity reared no breakwater in season for 
beauty where ruin came ! Of such disaster no need. 
We know when distnist begins. At the outset it can 
be cured. Why is no report of slander a surprise? 
Because our backbiter, dumb and on his guard, keeping 
hia secret, to our keen eye lets out in every expression 
all he thinks I I waut no one to tell me if he ia my 
friend ! " Sincerely yours " is needless, though it ends 
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a letter well. Said & great flnaucier, " I never in any 
investment made a mistake." Nor have I in euch 
haman stocks as I took sbareu in ! 

Bnt people like not to bo sincerely dealt witb, as 
Biek folk only in despair say, "Tell me the worst." 
Tlie Roman augurs smiled aa they met, yet carried on 
the farce. In how much of our religion scientific 
assay shows a shallow eutertainment of operatic music, 
flowery decoration and ministerial acting, a huge 
growth with little pith, like some big stems of dried- 
up sugar-cane! What but insincerity eats out the 
core of the commonwealth 1 Do eeiiators charge cor- 
ruption from pure regard for the honor of the land 
among the nations ; or resist inveatigalion from their 
knowledge of official rectiladc? Or do both ])artie9 
hBFe an eye to the chances of the presidential emi- 
nence ; and would a political doctor eiT in prescribing 
a homreopathic dose of sincerity on either hand ? Does 
not the press require the same? When I complained 
of an editor's exhibitiug the belligerence he blameil, 
he said, "We expect better fashions of Christians." 
Is there a set of people so-called, with a monopoly of 
the virtues, a patent for patience, under hoods to be 
good, and a privilege of sweet temper, whom the re- 
viewer, throwing his viti'iol, may iudict for violated 
vows ? Must only ministers forbear, and nuns be pure ? 
Then putting the names of God and Christ into the 
constitution will not mend matters ! We have no 
right : it were false to put them there, as if they ruled. 
Keep them out for shame, if not for justice to atheist, 
infidel. Mormon, Chinese and Jew. For universal equity 
let us go to the death, else we but utter " brave words," 



as aaj9 Flaellen in the play. According to Lord Bacon, 
men love Bome flattering fancy more than truth, as 
they do a colored stone — amethyst or ruby — better 
than a diamond. Boman emperors, with bread and 
circus, diverted their subjects' thoughts. The French 
have theatre and Louvre, building and boulevarde, 
wars for glory, and dancing in the Eiysian fields I 
When my friend expected a compliment from the 
Japanese coming out of the play at San Francisco, 
they took down the American pride with saying, " We 
see the same passions prevail in all countries." What 
but hollow customs, put for truth, did Jesus hit when 
he cried, "Let the dead bury their dead;" for as, in 
the Bahama Islands, the coral reefs, sepulchres of 
insects, are dug into for the sepulchres of men, how we 
bury our belief in lifeless ceremonies of a preceding 
age ! A minister's changing the usual form of ben- 
ediction at the close of the aer\-ice was once, to an aged 
sister, a mortal offence. 

Folk fear sincerity as destructive ; but it tears only 
to build what cannot be blown up or down. Denying 
for the sake of denial is sataaic, not sincere. Let j'our 
negative on!}- define your affirmative ! To unsay, and 
not say, is naught. I care not for your reflitations as 
for your proofs. Explode the hoax, the sacred canard, 
though pulpit and priest's frock protect it ; but give us 
true tidings, — your news from heaven! Go with 
others, far aa you can take their line of motion or 
point of view. I sang the triune doxology with trin- 
itarian friends, but explained that it was the tunc, not 
the verse, I sang. The old United States bank owed a 
broker a large sum " in money or satisfactory secu- 
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rities." The president offei'ed eocuriliea which the 
broker declined. The case was argued hotly and long. 
The broker held satisfactoTy to mean, not Batisfactory 
in general, or to the president, or to signers and iii- 
doraers, or anybody in the wide world but himself, 
whicli interpretation the president's own lawyers sus- 
tained. The broker got hia money: soon after, the 
bank and its securities exploded; and on the timely 
pay was reared an immense beneficent fortune, — t!ie 
sincerity of an adjective the basis of all. 

We speak of sincere work. It means that no pov- 
erty of material, or weak joint, is covered up with a 
fair outside. Mechanics are said to do better work by 
the day than by contract, in which they slur, and make 
haste. Forty years ago, a Bowdoin professor lost a 
screw from the fine theodolite lie thought handsomer 
than any woman in the town of Brunswick. The mis- 
sing little fastening was a groat defect, much deplored ; 
but an ingenious student undertook to supply it by 
making another screw out of brass, obtaining from sul- 
phate of iron his own oxide to polish it. Ilis success led 
him next to construct a perfect steam-engine, on a 
small scale ; and that education of the brain Ijj the 
band induced more mechanical aud chemical study, on 
the strength of which, being a missionary in Constan- 
tinople during the Crimean war, he set up vast bakeries 
for the pressing need, turning ont seven tons of bread 
a day, to save life and health for hundreds of thousands ; 
specimens of which, filling the air with tlieir perfume, 
from the decks of several vessels, led a Mr. Robert to 
inquii'e for the baker, an introduction to whom occa- 
sioned the founding, for a blessing to the whole East, 



of Eobert College, sending rays of liberty and religion 
through the Oriental dark, — all from the good heart 
that was put into the turning of a screw 1 The sincere 
boy ia now the sincere man, Cyrus Hamlin. Sincerity, 
by virtue of its quality, works like an element of nature. 
When the glass was far below the freezing point, I 
watched the sun shining on a honey-combed bank of 
enow. Every few aeeonds it melted a particle ao small 
I could see it only by its shadow like a ghost as it fell ; 
but at last the heap would go. Wliat other ice we can 
shine away ! 

Without since rity, no virtue. We say of some 
pleasure-lover, he is frank, open-hearted, only bia own 
enemy ; but drunkard or profligate is hypocrite, will 
hide his fault. We speak of a sincere hater ; but hate 
is an Indian, skulking behind a tree. In your foe's 
anonymous letter, you will read the old grudge I Of- 
fend a newspaper, you will find it has a good memory ,- 
rather a bad one ; and will hire some bravo of a critic 
to stab you in the dark. With the first swerviugs of 
regard into aversion, you are becoming a serj-ent, 
ready to join the great masquerade. 

Sincerity is feared as destructive ; but it binds more 
than it breaks. It communicates reality for the e: 
it denies in " the sensual crew." It finds people rest- 
ing in matter, not in thought. Popijjar religion fights 
positive science. It is a family quaiTcl. They 
are blood-relations. Their grounds are the si 
outward assumptions. Positivists declare the sei 
and understanding to be the only sources of knowledge. 
But in what does Orthodox, or so-called Liberal religion 
repose but the letter, the sensible phenomenon, ordi' 



naryor miraculous does not aigtiify ; for it is the same 
ODtwartI fonndation, and their veproachea remind us of 
creatures that growl or spit at eacli other tiecauae tiiey 
are of the same species aud in the same mood. Per- 
haps it is part mimicry, or contagion of ill-temper ; 
as, when a certain Mussulman, in presence of a thous- 
and Armenians, spat on the ground, all of them spat! 
But the sincere soul has not only understanding, but 
ripperstanding. To it all the glories of nature are but 
stage-properties for the ideas represented in the uni- 
versal play I To the pure physical scientist, material 
forms have no necessary existence. By the crumbling 
of the whole fabric, by the whirling back of the solar 
system into the eon whence it whirled out, be ought 
not to be amazed. But, though with the spiritualist 
earth and sky are but toy and tinsel to the unseen 
glory, yet as symbols of rcalitj' they have title to en- 
dure. Above the ground-floor is a staging, skj^-Iight 
observatoTj', without which the many mansions in the 
Father's house were hid, but from which your report 
is beyond all veto of falsehood, afflnnation of right. 

This perception commands action, as Paul's 'oiaion 
was obedience. It is principle at any cost. Said a 
now Orthodox clergyman to me, " But for immortality, 
the life to come, I would bavo my fling." Did the 
Master so teach, a peculiar fldelity to whom this official 
boasts? When all was dark and no future shone, and 
only Gethsemanc was watered to grow green with his 
bloody sweat, did he flinch? No, — if God had for- 
Baken him he had not forsaken God ! He had ujiper- 
ilanding when no strength to stand on his feet. Sin- 
cerity ia no minus quantity. But what is the plus it 
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asserts? Peculiar divine presence in a particular per- 
son or prodigj- ; or that conscious omnipresence which, 
sheds special portents like a dead skin, to make a live 
wonder of the world? It declares no creed, but the 
Being words cannot contain. In "Herrmann and 
Dorothea " Goethe says, " Oni' wishes hide the object." 
Shall I say, onr opinions hide the object? By our 
definitions deity is eclipsed! The spider of our logic 
weaves a cobweb over the glass he would shine 
through. Anything between hinders vital contact and 
close communion. Direct baptismal fire was needed 
for the downy cheeks that mixed with bearded faces 
for freedom and native land, in ench a sacrifice that we 
see the blood of onr boys whenever we look at the 
flag. "We all pay toll on the road of life ! There ia in 
architecture what is called the Finial, the piunacie, 
gable, or nicely-touched projection fVom the roof. Sin- 
cerity is the true finial, never perfect in the young and 
qnite happy, but the result of toil aud pain. 

No sect is sincere ! Unitarian ism, boru as a protest, 
becomes a policy, declines as a witness for reason and 
free inquiry. Ambition of ehorch-exteosion and per- 
sonal leadership hurts its simplicity and perverts its 
mission. A text of Scripture, miracle and ordinance, 
like a military cordon, with appointed guards push out 
dissenters. This police-process is harder with the 
yonug. But the old nonconformists, however held 
against excommunication by long-growing affection, 
are under the ban. From the oi^anized power falls on 
us no smile. We are not asked to ordinations ; no 
divinity school professors invito our voice, or treasury 
of association or conventiou employs our pen. As was 



aaid of General Jackson, " The sword and purse are 
ia llie same hands." Those in authoritj" vote to publish 
only what is with the conclusions of tbe sj'nod in a 
perfect square. There is ecclesiastic nepotism, be there 
presidential or not ! Candor and ability in other quar- 
ters suffer discount amounting to prohibition. The 
good men in the office of literary religion act as they 
think lor the best. Are they wise ? The representation 
of minorities is asking political ; should it not have 
theological acceptance? Would a little radical spice 
hurt the flavor of the bread? Had Parker's "Ten 
Sermons " been adopted, would they have demolished 
the theological house ? Without disparaging the talent 
that gets into type, is no genius for thougjjt or piety 
lefl out? Tbe words of Chunder Sen are circulated by 
our press because they will catch the eye, and there is 
no apostasy in a report. But how impolite and improper 
to let into the pulpit that Gentile gem of the Orient, 
which Jesus would at once ha\e owned! The wootien 
box is too sacred for him, tut not the printed sheet ! 
Is the former dedicated and the latter not ? Beware 
lest you make of what you cill the Bodj , and Our 
Body, a close corporation, of short breath, suliject to 
disease and death I It is the peril of absolute power 
to oppress, and to breed m and in till it perish Only 
in emergency of life and death is it just When en il 
war suspended specie-payment, the government became 
universal debtor and creditor. It owed and owned 
everything ! Every token of its obligation to the cit> 
izen was token of the citizen's obligation to it, like 
that piece of furniture celebrated by the poet, — 
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" Contrived a double debt to pay, 
A bed by night, a cheat of drawers by day," 

All related to one point, the nation's claim. It was 
well and needful. "Suppose we invest in United 
States stocks and they fail?" a venerable man was 
asked. Clenching bis fist in tlie inquirer's face, he 
said, " Then we shall all go to hell together." Shall 
we, with no exigency, imitate in the church this ab- 
normal condition of the State, unless we confess one 
destitution of sterling truth? A certain bank lost one- 
quarter of its capital by a loan to its involved pres- 
ident. Let not our directors reduce our capital of 
truth by spending on ventures of however venerable 
falsehood, and refusing notes of value as solid as they 
are new ! A few persons, not the quorum of a com- 
mittee, may decide. Is the Erie then the only Ring? 
Zealous propagandists gallop, like Sherman and Sher- 
idan, up and down the lines and talk of marching and 
banners ; then perhaps, like Lee and Johnstone, desert 
to the other side. Meanwhile, with all the bustle and 
parade, the standard of scholarship is lowered, — preo- 
ioua metal of doctrine alloyed, — our appeals becom- 
ing popular become vulgar, the reason for a liberal 
order is belied ; and, amid increasing numbers and 
show of success, we are taunted with signs of decay. 
When shall we learn our mission is not to conquer — 
of which I trust we have heard the last — but to 
leaven and lift? Competing with others in the denom- 
inational race, we lose our own centre of gravity, and 
with our poise, onr peace, parting with the sincerity 
which is the basis of strength. 
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That sincerity we have disprized with our miraa- 
alous test, belief in irhich we must cease to insist on 
as a criterion of soundness or qualification to teach. 
Extraordinary healings or apparitions break not any 
known law ! But bow about a tree blasted with a 
curse, money coined within a flsh's mouth, water turned 
into wine, a fish or loaf multiplied that never swam or 
grew aa grain?' It were a lie of nature and of God ! 
As pictorial writing, legendary accretion, a sharp-cut 
statistical figure of supernature or spirit as supremo, it 
may pass ; but not as a matter of fact. My friend 
says, " In the pulpit I steer clear of such tales," But 
I read them with pleasure, in public or private, as 
inyth3, of which some radicals seem unable to conceive. 
They know no distinction between falsehood and fact. 
Even Theodore Parker satirized a beautiful idyl in the 
Old Testament as the " Lord's eating veal with Abra- 
ham," and was more concerned with the authenticity 
than the beauty of the story of Ruth. B t I w It t 
tear the leaf on which a fable is writ. Ft m 

truth than any exact story. Myth is an dp bl 
part of literature and life. It may ex[ a nt 

ment or idea deeper and firmer to build th 
earthly occurrence. Figures cannot lie, w y I 
the wrong rows they are the greatest liars in the world, 
aa every accountant and swindled trader learn. Facts 
are stubborn things, and very misleading. An astute 
lawyer, religious sectarian, partisan politician, external 
and circumstantial philanthropist, with a zeal not 
according to knowledge will so cull, state and distribute 
Ma facts as to make uiyust and injuriona impressions 
of every subject with which he deals. Whether we 
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have all the facta, and in the right proportion, is 1 
qaestioQ which it takes conscience and reason, aa weU7| 
OS the sharpest eye and most veracious tongue to 
decide. Governed by circumstances? Yea, if you 
■will be governed by tliem all, rightly understood ! The 
deceptive nature of partial induction was hinted by 
Napoleon in hia acoring of history as a concerted fable. 
We want something beside history ; ive must have a 
principle, — and myth is symbolic resultant of the 
straggle of the human mind to represent, in the shape 
of some double meaning of an event, or significance of 
a natural object, that sense of the Infinite, of God and 
Heaven, which haunta it behind all the ahows of seuse, 
hovers over it in visions of dream, and transcends for 
it the vistas of time. Unlawful so to affront the nnder- 
standiug and give fancy the reign? No, — rather pity 
to be of intellect so hard as to be i>oorly satisfied with 
the surface of things, and not feel their mystery buoy- 
ing them like a flood and folding as the air, unconscious 
of which an apprehension of the universe is but one 
lino in advance of the brute. Nothing to do with met- 
aphor, only with plain matter of fact? The world is 
God's metaphor ; all its solidity his shadow, all its 
shining a ray of hia latent heat ; and the sincerity by 
which you feel constrained -to disown wonder in tlie 
creation, or the reports of it made by religious men, is 
by you mistakenly assumed and misnamed. It is no 
doubt a good, bare, bald, homely honesty of a prosaic 
mind ; but amounts not to that sincerity whose quality 
is to meet the Divine work and spii'it in their whole 
amplitude and ever-quickening breath. This is all 
imaginatioQ, do you say? Yea, aU imagination it is I 
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And what is imagination but the eye nhicti sees heights 
and depths never revealed to phyBicai science or tbe 
dogmatic brain? "Prose and Poetry from ray Lifv," 
Goethe called his book. There was moro reality ia the 
p6etry than in the prose. It ia this half-seized, elusive, 
incomprehensible, immortal reality that gives to the 
mythical element in sacred narrative its charm ; holds 
the old picture on the page ; makes an illuminated 
missal of the Bible, with its marvellous word-paictings, 
and keeps the spell in Paul Veronese's Canvas of the 
Marriage in Can a, and Correggio's "LaNotte," and 
Raphael's Transfiguration. Not that things, of course, 
sensibly happened just as they sketch or the biographer 
relates ; but, by means of what is supposition, if not 
even superstition, in such happenings, invisible glories 
stream through the chinks and crevices of this cloddy. 
Stony world ; raise noble suspicions of destiny bej^oud 
the dust ; and make sceptical Sadducees of tJie market 
and the street stagger under the stress of divine possi- 
bilities, as earthquakes shift the proudest architecture 
of the city from its plumb line. Nothing against 
reason, but much above understanding and individual 
espericnce we must accept ; and surely shall, if we 
ever, as we hope, get up otit of these old clothes of our 
bodies into glorified forms ; after all not so surprising 
as are the first garments with which the good Father 
fits us ! 

But contradictions, inconsistent with each other or 
our own nature, must be fi'om our standard left out. 
A clergyman says all his feelings recoil, and his rea- 
son revolts from some article of his authoritative creed, 
which, nevertheless, he must hold and preach ! Hold 



96 THE RISING FAirn. 

and preach it he may ; but believe it he does not I It 
ia but held in his will-worship, not divine worship,. 
Nothing ia believed that haa no intellectual harmony, 
but ia by the stomach of the mind thrown off. The 
development of intelligence deprives error of its 
tcard lodging. It cannot bo accommodated longer. 
It ia unthinkable, when we come to think. No ecele- 
" fiiastical position but must shift and conform to the 
alteration of things, which Church of Rome or Greek 
Chnrch-cannot resist. Every new sect presumes it baa 
reached the final station : will die, if need be, in the last 
ditch ! There is no last ditch ! You have seen the 
terraces left by successive subsidinga, age after age, of 
some inland lake. Each generation asaumed its level 
would last forever ; but it sank and sank. So the river 
6unk out of the great lakes one by one, — and is sinking 
and wearing the rocks away, till Erie shall be emptied, 
and theGulfof St. Lawrence added a new reservoir to the 
mightj' chain. In the social alteration we have a part 
to act ; and that part is to let the moral sense not only 
into our heart and life, but our mind and speech. A 
minister asked me what he should do with language of 
worship in his liturgy which was resented by his feel- 
ing of reverence and truth. I told him he must not 
enact any untruth. Ho must explain himself frankly 
to the folk. There must be no mistrust about his men- 
tal position in regard to what he was vital part of. It 
is this claim of sincerity, in which ecclesiastical com- 
motion finds its cause, as Dr. Hayes tells us strange 
rumblings precede the splitting of icebergs from the 
glaciers in the Northern Sea. 
The line between the acceptable and impossible a 
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tales of wonder is yet to be drawn. In the Report on 
Spiritualism, bj the London Dialetical Society, vari- 
008 fruits were brought aa if created oa the spot, ae 
the wine flowed in Auerhach'a cellar in the play of 
Fauat. Tricksy jugglers, more expert than magicians 
in Egypt, seemed to be roving, with full swing; for 
who can impote such doings to the Lord? But against 
spectres there is no law ! Science cannot say or unsay 
aught about Macbeth's witches on the Scottish heath, 
or Hamlet's father at the Danish court ; nor whether 
Jesus walked on the water, or Mr. Home floats to the 
ceiling, as Madame Guyon in her ecstasies could scarce 
keep her feet on the floor. But no truth can be built 
OB a portent. It were to build spirit on matter, as 
popular religion does. In the multiple of trivial mar- 
vels we shall have to petition for the natural laws 1 
Why are we so indifferent to the extraordinary ac- 
counts? What then? is our question to the unao- 
countable things. We can build on them no better 
ideas of God or heaven ; rather have our conceptions 
belittled and let down. Sceptics may be convinced, 
Sadduceea silenced, but believers are not exalted. Spir- 
itaalism and Materialism, like the angels on Jacob's 
ladder, pass each other ; the latter rising, the former 
coming down. The one refined, the other coarsened, 
which is the real Dromio when they meet? Both dis- 
appear in thought. Materialism, like a Japanese oCQ- 
cial, commits Hari Kari, the Happy Despatch at the 
temple door. It is suicide, by its surrender to pure 
force in correlation, and a relationship unsearchable 

Land unseen. If by spirit we mean that which is its 
own essence and proof, spirit is all there is ; the 
^ 
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! its servants, and matter the marslml of 
ceremoniea to introduce it to itself in every diverse i 
form. There would be no matter, save to keep us at a 
certain distance of arm's length from each other, that 
ive may know as we are known, recognize God in bis 
work, and not run all together in one confused mass 
and mere mighty deep. Nature cannot drive out its 
parent, the supernatnre. " All must come under the 
head of science," one of her spokesmen says. But 
what is science ? One of the words we play and con- 
jure with ! There are other words not to be dis- 
charged of their meaning, — sentiment, intuition, in- 
ward light and sight, voice and ear. Cassias says, Brutus 
is a name that is as fair, sounds as well, and weighs as 
heavy as Cwsar; and when naturalism flouts Christiaa 
faith and hope, we ask : " Upon what meat doth this 
our Ciesar feed, that he is grown so great?" We own 
his discoveries ; let him be hospitable to our ideas, 
diamond cuts diamond, let science and devotion meet ! 
An unanimated form, a recited lituigy, may show as 
little feeling as the Mohammedan repetition of Arabic 
prayers, and be a dead language as much as that, ia 
which only some bodily posture gives the sense to 
every line. The Romish Transuhstantiation is better 
than our Supper, if for that superstition only this 
mechanism is put. A minister, finding, when the child 
was brought, no water in the bowl, yet scooped his 
hand into it and baptized with air, playing a trick oa 
the people's eyes. What signified a rite so insincere? 
Unitarianism being a past issue, and nobody minding 
how another may worship God, in the singular number 
or some threefold or manifold way, what shall the new 



departare be but this qoeBtion of sincerity, putting our 
basis without or tcitldn, to which Hadicalism points? 
How the hold wealrena of external evidence on thought- 
ful men 1 Why do we turn the volumea of prodigy with 
careless hand, and read with incurious eye? Wherefore 
such surfeit of astonishment, apparitions so many vag- 
abonds, the bnlky book of their rcvelationa such a dry 
herbarium? How comes it, the ghostly doings tempt 
BO little appetite that Mr. Huxley declines attending to 
them? Why do I take refuge in a volume of Shake- 
speare, and leave Owen's "Foot-falls" unnoticed, and 
his "Debatable Land" without any siu'vey? Becanso 
by these mortal performances my immortal instinct is 
not fed ! Tlu'ough this materialism of spirits the heav- 
enly glory oozes out, as lightning through conductors ; 
and is insulated, or made potent only in thought. Man- 
ifestations waste the substance. Mediums are leaky 
vessels. The celestial jars crack, the apocalyptic vials 
break in their hands. Expression is the ehb of feeling. 
Demonstrations run away with faith, if we had any at 
the start. Convince coarse doubters as they may by 
running glory into the ground, yet the eternal belief is 
sustained, not by sensuous communications, but by 
musing, by loving, hy work and prayer. 

Sincerity is more than voracity, or the exact squar- 
ing of our statement with the fact. It is such presence 
of reality and truth in the mind, that whatever we do 
or say is a piece of nature, utterance of spirit and token 
of God. This genuineness some would saeriflce to 
generosity. A certain doctrine, social, theological, or 
political, is said to be doing good ; so we prcaeh or tol- 
erate though we think it nnsound. But it is unhallowed 
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offering. It is a way like those where city authority 
warns ua travel is unsafe. Many temperance reformers 
take tbe position that alcohol in every shape, light 
wine, lager beer, or the slight film in a little bottle of 
homosopathic medicine, is a bane. They fancy, if the 
community can be so persuaded, sobriety will prevaQ ; 
whose cause indeed, with drunkenness the source of 
half our crime, is so important, any philanthropist 
would gladly be a fanatic for it on every honest ground. 
But what if I do not believe every drop of 
mentfttiou is only pure venom ? What if the sentence 
of science and experience to my mind be on the other 
side, and I have the witness of the best men and 
doctors that some form of spirituous ministration is 
beneflcent to heal ; as James Martineau, in England, 
eighteen years ago, when the Maine liquor-law bo raged 
as to silence the Atlantic roar and be heard in Eng> 
land, expressing his astonishment at such a statute, 
told me he had been lifted from extreme perilous pros- 
tration by the use of wine I Then I must act and speak 
on the best of my knowledge and faith, and not drop a 
pinch of my sincerity into the flame of the altar ded- 
icated to human good, to save a nation of inebriatesj 
not convinced it were for real good more than in- 
cense of an old recanting Christian on the shrine of 
Jupiter. Let me say. Taste, touch, handle this datb- 
gerous thing for pleasure, I will not I I would uot eat; 
meat to make my brother offend. But I will heed tbe 
duty of health, and walk as I would others should ; 
doing nothing for the sake of example — for nothing 
is well done so — but doing what is right, true, beati- 
tiM in every circumstance, so presenting an example, 
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If that be the want, which all MasaflchnsettS, the United 
States, every nation, men and angels might follow ! 
Sincerity is always personal, the sense of right in the 
private soul, while it is the bond of the community; 
yet not conventional in itself. This is the meaning of 
the proverb, "Corporations have no soul," which is 
true not only of moneyed, but of political, philanthropic 
and religious ones. We talk of an ecclesiastical con- 
sciousness ; an ecclesiastical conscience is a different 
thing ! It leads to Jesuitical reserve, suppression of 
truth and profession of falsehood to save the denom- 
ination ; and, though association is supposed to make 
men generous and humble each in himself, there is no 
individual conceit so gross as the self-importance of 
leadership and of our superiority to rival orders, in 
church or state. "-Our Bodj'," as if it were ours, and 
the spirit had left a corpse ! No Body is sincere. 
Policy with the best aim turns mercy to a pretence ; as 
when, many years ago, a whole medical society in Bos- 
ton voted the alcohol a poison, with which every mem- 
ber of it prepared his medicines. 

Sincerity implies an object in all speech beyond the 
speech itself. We hear conversation celebrated as the 
head of the fine arts. But it is siMiled by being its 
own end. " Making conversation " is ludicrous. Talk 
for the sake of talking is poor talk. It is to be hoped 
what is called " eloquence " will enter the list of those 
" Lost Arts," described by our friend in his lecture 
thirty years long. Goethe saj-a the writer's business 
is not to make bcautifhl descriptions, but to describe 
beautiful things ; and the speaker's vocation is never 
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to liBten to his own voice, tut lodge his meaniog and 
enthusiasm in his auditors' beart-a. 

There is an insincerity, arising when the imports 
exceed the exports of the niin<l, and all one's views are 
borrowed till there is no vision ; as a monument is cov- 
ereil with inscriptions to hide the nature of the stone ; 
as the immigrants overcome what is native to the mind. 
How many garrulous, wise-looking people ought to be 
put on a Sparc diet of books and company, of concerts 
and interviews, to save them from pretences, and to 
recover their own mental strength and health I Some- 
thing rude and strange would refresh ua more than thia 
artificial state. The caparison of a horse does not add 
80 much beauty as clipping and shaving takes away j 
and a little genuineness were worth more than affected 
courtesy. But for this we need mighty working of the 
Holy Ghost. 

Sincerity is a man's truth to his light. We must not 
call him insincere because he is n()t true to our light, 
if he be true to his own, Tet sincere no one perfectly 
is till he is true to the Light, which is no man's, of 
that unsctting Sun, by mortal or an 1 w d Ij as 
it is followed, and found aa it is s ht b g t 
nally conformed to the mind's eye, ad w th ght 

Can a man in the pulpit act as if h g th f 1 i^ 
of his subject of which he is devoid ? D 1 t tl 

deceased in Paris, whose system ha b p led 

in this country, taught for actors all the bodily signs of 
thought and feeling on a scheme and scale. When 
we are dead to the occasion, shall we, like a runaway 
soldier, desert ; or fish for our emotion with this mns- 
cular line and nervous bait of assumed gesture and 
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simulated look? Eising with a well- written discourse 
in the desk, but conscioua of no interest in the topic, 
shall the preacher turn his back and flee like Lot out 
of Sodom, and like those Jesus told not to wait for any- 
thing in the house ; or shall he do tbe best he can, and 
rather than disappoint, run the risk of sacrificing hia 
audience to hia manuscript? Is it within mortal power 
to produce nn equation between sentiment and speech ? 
r Must we use tbe best language and assume a lolly man- 
ner to lift the lagging soul to a higher level, ourselves 
in despair of absolute truth? In this business of spir- 
itnal communication flesh has its part to play ; hut it 
can assume no responsibility beyond the meaning of 
its silent partner. Were matter or a material com- 
pound all that is signified by soul, still we should want 
harmony in the atoms, and however in practice failing, 
no contradiction on principle couhl we afford. What 
I best remember of Henry Ware, professor of pulpit 
eloquence in Cambridge, ia not any particular discourse, 
but his dropping one of his lectures, deciai-ing himself 
fruitless and leaving the room. Abandoning on the 
spot whatever function to teach or comfort a man has 
no heart to, would improve the ministry and bless the 
I church; for no bands, black gown, or white surplice, can, 
E like organic pretence of a lowly or sympathetic mind, 
I cover falsehood in the clergy or turn Satan into an 
I angel of light. Sincerity may consist with reserving 
I what a third person has no right to know or a eongre- 
■ gation cannot comprehend ; but not with any oonvey- 
I ance of a sham. Paper counters are gross offers all 
I the more that love and wisdom are of supreme price. 
I Let not the standard down ! Our consciences are 
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like clocks and watchea which do well in the maker's 
or repairer's shop ; but, moved about and exposed to 
varying temperature, blows and dust, keep not correct 
time. How easy to regQlate ourselves i 
ination alone ! But in the wind of passion, under the 
assaults of temptation, amid instances of impurity and 
heats of strife the works in us get out of order, and 
the chronometer divinely fashioned cannot be relied 
on. How many a man proud of his time-piece for not 
losing a second in a week, is himself the sport of incli- 
nation and has wasted his days 1 " He is a soldier that 
never won a battle, an orator that could not make a 
speech, a path-finder that always lost his way, and a 
millionaire not worth a cent." Such an one may be put 
at odds with himself not by lack of ability, but bj- too 
many tendencies which in superabnndant vigor neu- 
tralize each other, while inferior, but better harmon- 
ized minds sweep into success. Sincerity is the working 
of incompatible elements out of the character. 

But, in defect of feeling, why not take elocution for 
a substitute? Because a true elocution expresses and 
is never put instead of the mental state. It is simply 
the means of getting our thoughts fairly out. It is as 
the midwife of Socrates to the soul, for delivery not of 
fictitious, but real emotion, which one may have, yet 
through organic failure be unable to impart. Art ia 
not falsehood. It never contradicts nature. It loses 
its name and becomes artifice, with a tinge of affec- 
tation or syllable of a lie. It is heart produced. 
one may publicly palm upon us signs that do not an- 
swer to hia inward mood, why not in private too? 
What line of number or circumstance or occasion parts 
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mendacity from truth ? Eloquence is spontaneous com- 
munic&tion ; elocution is the skiil of honest talent to 
coDTey ideas which the spirit does not transpire. Nor 
will the actor on the stage, if more than a snpemu- 
merary stick, for internal reality put any bodily airs. 
It is by no show or pretence of passion that Kean, 
Eemble or Booth becomes master of the theatrical sit- 
uation ; but by power to let loose the motives of the 
character they would represent, whose traits they must 
realize in imagination to incarnate in appearance. 
Concrete fact is principle in its last and weakest form ; 
that in which feeling ebbs and is spent. There are 
tales of those on the boards abusing their calling by 
being gross in the embraces, or too sharp with the dag- 
gers required by the passage in the play. But feigning 
itself must have a certain veracity when it is the busi- 
ness in hand. 

But the casuists ask us. Shall a merchant bring home 
his business cares, or hide the anxieties of the market, 
smoothing his brow ? They know not woman's nature 
who fancy she would be more content with the fair 
weather of a false sunshine than with a genuine cloud. 
Of all things she dislikes secrets in her spouse ; how- 
ever man has been so much the jealous lord as to drive 
her to have innocent ones of her own ! Her delight is 
in sympathy, and a share in all his troubles, if possible, 
more complete than in bis joys. To have him suffer 
alone she altogether objects ; what was she made for 
hut to relieve and console? When he is absent her 
solicitude wakes, watches his return, and imagines 
everj' disaster to which he may be exposed ; and she 
were ill-requited with his concealment of his care and 
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cheated out of the privilege she most prizes for her bos, 
"When the supreme master of hnman natore, Shakspeare 
tells us, Percy or Brutus keeps what is iu hand from 
the wife, what repining and grief I Portia considerB the 
witl]lield confidence a Joas of love. Lady Porc}' wiU 
break Harry's " little finger" unless he divulges to her 
what he is about ; but he, man-like and lord-like, an- 
swers with the proverbial distrust of any woman's 
keeping a seeret. Better for womanhood to be taken 
into counsel, with such suspicions enterprizes of assas- 
sination and rebellion on foot ! At least the mas- 
culine burial in silence of great undertakings and 
important plans is treason to one's help-meet, and of a 
piece with her exclusion as an inferior from the after- 
dinner talk, club, vote, dissecting-room, civil oflSce and 
legislative hall. 

The advocates of concealment admit it to be a ques- 
tion of more or less. The effect on the body may be 
different of medicine in a large or little pill ; is homce- 
opathic hypocrisy no hurt but healing to the soul ? By 
what process shall we subdue all our naturally truths 
telling members and organs to the semblance we would 
maintain, and make pretenders not only of our lips, but 
onr manners and our looks? In this frame of spirit 
and flesh we have not only one articulate speech, but a 
hundred tongues of nerve and motion, color and form. 
Countless inflnitesimal lines and shades must be schooled 
to our purpose to complete the assumption or misrep- ' 
resentation. It must come from a manufactory more 
minute and subtle than of leathern visors or paper 
veils. A masquerade on principle, not for an evening 
and as a play, wUl be a very painstaking and expen- 
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sive affair ; and, although society and fsshion make 
successful approaches in half the converaation we hear, 
it is a somewhat original sj'stera of ethics to introduce 
into pulpits and conventions and deliberative halls. 
If I may feign the feeling I have not, may I diguise the 
feeling I have ? Be sure there ia no exception to the 
law of truth ! Everj'thing in God's universe rushes to 
expression and publication. No seed in the ground or 
scud in the air tells a lie. Innocent duplicity, to do 
good? It cannot be distinguished in the end from ap- 
pearing like the flower and being the serpent under- 
neath. 

In the game of politics, to talk of sincerity may 
seem satire. In case of a nomination disagreeable to 
.them, have individuals the right to bolt? Does not an 
argument in convention of his prerogative to violate at 
pleasiu-e the conclusion he helps to form, insult mem- 
bership, and stultify the body to which one belongs? 
In what capacity is he on the spot ; as a delegate to 
the meeting, or one of the human race I The com- 
mittee on credentials would not admit, nor the pres- 
ident' recognize, nor the assembly listen to him, as a 
man, if he were not also an integral part of the associ- 
ation, amenable to its policy and accepting its common 
law. Whether to put himself in this representative 
predicament, is the question beforehand to decide. 
We cannot combine incompatible claims. A man will 
not be the slave of his fellows. But neither must he 
be their tj-rant, breaking all bonds with those who will 
not indorse his judgment and abide by his will. This 
is the principle of Bccession to enjoy the benefits of 
union, but be free to nullify its duties and eschew its 
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tasks. Women, BOinetlmeB, msist on eDtering into all 
the pnrsuita of men ; yet are aore at any omiasion of 
peculiar courtesy to their sex. The cake they bad 
eaten they would still have ! 

How far to come under party-obligations, is a matter 
well deserving t^i be discussed. Nothing better than 
an administration and an opposition, has yet beea 
devised for the management of the State. Tet the 
moral sentiment, like so much oxygen in the air, will 
make its way into all civil aiTaugemeuts ; the sense of 
justice prove superior to every written constitution ; 
and the higher law fall upon the card-castles of nn- 
righteons expediency like " a meteoric stone." In the 
church a concerted order of proceeding is still mora 
sure to be disturbed. How absurd in reason, were it 
not an attempt at oppression to determine doctrine for 
the soul by a vote ! The form of worship may be pre- 
scribed ; and there is no infringement of liberty in 
what every one observes or neglects as be will. But 
a debate on the concerns between the human spirit and 
the divine, with a view to embody the results in a bind- 
ing creed, all dissenters from which shall be under a 
ban, is a very tragic comedy to play. No wonder 
David attributed a sense of humor to God ; for, if h© 
that sitteth in the heavens can laugh at anything, 16 
must be at the travesty of his own nature in our met- 
aphj-sics. If he hold any one in derision, it is the the- 
ologian presuming to put into verbal propositions for all 
time the terms of peace with himself. Tet, in learned 
addresses, such projection is still assumed of the divine 
system in a perfect letter from a human hand. EveS' 
liberal Christians dream that the faith of churches can 
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be carried in sentences to synods by persona authorized 
to pledge their constituencies to articles which the 
synods frame. 

But in fine, thongh truth be no private properly, 
may I not withhold my thoughts, as a. troop of sol- 
diers reserves its fii-e? What is the troth bat my 
thought? It is no abstract entity, but the mind per- 
ceiving the relations of things. Thought and truth are 
one ; and thought, if more than faint far-off heafn 
lightning, cannot be concealed ; but will thunder and 
strike. As well wrap Are in woollen, as conviction in 
carnal folds. It wUl burn through 1 You can put a 
paper in your secretary, and lock it in a secret drawer, 
whose spring none knows but you ; but a persuasion in 
the escritoire of your breast were like a live coal in 
your bureau. But the people are not prepared ? "What 
you so dread will not keep, but spoil like the preserved 
manna. Because Jesus was not understood, and bad 
much to say his disciples could not immediately bear, 
what a conceit that there is nobody to comprehend ua 
now 1 In this day of agitation you will be appreciated. 
Never fear anybody will be overset, or the glass in our 
houses shivered by the wind of your gun. As reason- 
ably might Daguerre have kept back his photography, 
or Leverrier his new planet, as anj' thinker those ideas 
which are better sun-pictures and stars in a deeper 
firmament. The worst infanticide is of the births of the 
mind. By the vanishing from cowards of the vision, 
it is avenged. Bolting may be immoral for those who 
join a party with their bolt ready made. So Judas 
bolted ; and even a chief-priest were out of place if in 
the conclave only as a spy to betray. But the necea- 
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sity, in conscience, of bolting in fact should teach us 
that parties have had their day ; and shall the man, 
refusing to be a political, consent to be an ecclesiastical 
slave? Let Orthodoxy or Heresy, Free Religion or 
Christianity, have no servant in my soul. I will not be 
a slave to myself, or follow the shadow of my own 
mean and mendacious past. I claim a liberty, older 
and more than Christ made me free with, of the sons 
of God. 



SEX. 



AN ffironant says, tho voice of a woman can be 
heard twice as far as that of a man in a balloon. 
How well it deserves a hearing as it rises clear and 
shrill out of inveterate wrong! What misfit of the 
sister to the brother's side she was taken from not to 
divide but multiply human nature, lie the blame where 
it will, when the worst feature of our civilization can 
have Social Evil for its name ! The way out of our 
narrowness may not be so easy as the way in. The 
weasel that creeps into the corn-bin has to starve him- 
self before he eao leave by the same passage. As the 
last step in medicine is learning to prevent disease by 
anticipating morbid action or inaction in the cells of 
the nervous system, so prevent tlie disorder wo call sin 
or crime 1 An idealist biting his nails being asked 
what he was thinking of, answered, of what a wretched 
thing this life is. Truly much uneasiness, of which all 
this running round the world, which we call travelling, 
must be to get rid. How few happy marriages, we 
exclaim. Marriage is mischief, cry the Free Lovera, 
and use for their picture only black. Is life a tragedy, 
comedy, or farce ? If it be a symphony, the music is 
(HI) 
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too deep for our ear to catch. What way out of do- 
mestic trouble? 

Is it to strike at the family? But that ia the hlock 
or brick out of which the fabric ia huilt. Father, 
mother and child are the human trinity, whose sub- 
alance must not be divided nor ita persons confounded. 
As well reconstruct your granite out of the grains it ia 
disintegrated into, aa society out of the dissolution of 
wedded love. This orderly pile of houses in rowa 
along the streets, this immense Live and honeycomb, 
Trith cells so distinct, yet joined together, is the com- 
munity. Wedlock ia the foundation. Church and State 
the second and third atories of the building. But what 
abuses it covera, and what a whited aepulchre it aome- 
times is, full of dead men's and dead women's bones, 
and all uncleannesa ; so that a new school of honest 
rcformera is provoked to diaallow the bond ! We must 
listen and anawer ; for the foundation of marriage ia 
among the things that must be discussed, however 
breaches of its law be punished. When the parties to 
the contract " till death do us part " wake from their 
dream of delight, and become conscious of stronger 
affinities, shall they not illustrate the experiment of 
chemical combination on which Goethe founded his 
tale? "Shall they," wrote one, "stand looking at 
each other with murder in their eyes?" What busi- 
ness with murder in their eyes, more than with poison 
in the cup, death in the pot, or pistol in the hand? 
Hatred in the heart is murder in the eyea for anybody ; 
and they would be assassins together or apart. The 
plea of no more love is confession of crime. Love is 
duty, not inability or fate. With it we can get along 
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with any mortal ; nor conid we live with angels dis- 
carding its bonds. The illQsion is not choice of the 
wrong person, but the supposition of magic in any 
person to hold another without conscience by fealty of 
the fading fleah. But infinite selfishness revolts at dis- 
covering tbat the universe is not made to minister by 
some eternal decree to its delight, with a match made 
in heavea for its acme and crown. " I think slie will 
make me happy " ? If that be your design in the rela- 
tion, be sure very long she will not I If we abolish 
marriage for its disappointments or even its corrup- 
tions, why not annul society, government, the church, 
for the same reason? But no evil can equal anarchy, 
and any rule is better than none. " Is there any king 
here?" asked the Greek sage, on aiTiving at a town, 
ready to shake off the duet of his feet. But what in 
case of uncongeniality or disloyalty? I knew a woman 
love an unfaithful man, forgive desertion, shield him 
from others' rebuke, call attention to his good qual- 
ities, and east a cloak over the bad, fold liim to her 
bosom despite his offence, and open her heart for the 
refuge that had failed elsewhere till ruin stared him in 
the face. I worshipped not the Virgin Mary, or her 
Mother immaculate by the Pope's decree, but this 
woman, whose quality I knew better thau of those 
enshrined antiques ; siirperstition having in my devo- 
tion no jot. How was she consoled? Not by pouring 
her tale into the ear of any other man ! She coveted in 
no third person the dear deceptive sympathy of sex. 
To her untouched purity and intangible love there were 
no solace in being unfaithful herself. Beware of having 
Wounds healed or handled by a physician who will find 
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his own account in the cure 1 There are connsellors 
who are traitors : there is a pity which is hypocrisy ; 

there is in the distressed citadel an enemy that beckona 
the caller and opens the door ; and the worst treason 
lurks hid in a tear. Some magnetiam of human kind- 
ness we need to sustain life. If home lacks, we must 
seek it abroad ; as, wlien his own board fails, a man 
goes to another table or stands at a booth in the street. 
But let it be pure food, not tainted meat ! God's curse 
on the sympathy that is a trap for the unwary, like a 
bit of cheese or kernel of gi'ain in the closet or tho 
woods, for some poor beast's hfe ; the escape from 
trouble a strait to torment or whirlpool to devour. 
Blessed not who surrender, but endure ! Suffering ia 
God's tool to cut life into beauty ; aud he that bolts 
fi'om trial, would shake off the Supreme Designer's 

The attempt to destroy marriage is, in the guise of 
freedom, a doctrine of individualism reduced to absurd- 
itj', gone mad and run into the ground. We reach 
this destructive extreme through a false notion of so- 
ciety as our creature when it ia our creator, prior to and 
no more made by us than God is. The community is 
formed ; but private human creatures do not by any 
will or bargain form it, as is imagined by the French 
or American democracy that would put the individual 
before the whole. Pure individuality ia an empty fig- 
ment ; and the preacher of a man's and woman's right 
to do as they list irrespective of the common law is an 
individualist, not an idealist. He postpones the in- 
teger to the unita and integrity to caprice. We aro not 
all sovereigns, as a Yankee said of us in the House of 




Lords ; bnt there is one sovereign reason, holding the stat- 
ute-boofe in its political band, which the soul may appeal 
from, but tbe citizen obeys, from respect to the general 
order essential to peace ; uo maxim being mtwe a mis- 
take than tbat individuals give up part of their rights 
to secure the rest, when this consent bestows rights 
they never could bay. Have the Apache tribe more 
rights than the inhabitants of Massachusetts? The 
common law may work particular harm ; but none com- 
parable to our oversetting its bar into universal wreck. 
If for opposing any unfair decree my blood must run 
out or stagnate in jail, it shall quicken other circula- 
tions, or be gathered up every drop ! Marriage ia one 
social verdict, a sentence of tbe human jury we are 
bound by. 

But what is marriage, — a ceremony of priest's word 
or of a wedding-ring? Is it not one heart — part and 
eonnterpart in two bodies — without whose revolving 
cbime the marriage-bell rings in vain? Marri^e is 
twofold, half in the outer sanction society must have 
for self-protection from being disordered and dissolved. 
The pledge is to my companion and to my kind ; to 
the community around and posterity before. The 
double seal must be on the inner table and tbe written 
page. Is the bride always more anxious than tbe 
bridegroom for tbe printed proof, because of more fear 
of a broken vow? Conjugal puritj- and fidelity are 
not only private virtues, but pillars of the common- 
wealth, which they are enemies of tlieir race who pull 
at. Fornication, adultery, desertion, incest, mutual 
and self-abuse are not only sins and vices, but crimes ; 
for society is no doll, idol, lay-figure or thing we liave 
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done and can undo or undress ; but a live power wa 
live from and must serve, being not its producers, but 
product oure elves. 

Easy divorce is no remedy ; for how wanton mar- 
riages will be multiplied as obligations rashly taken 
are lightly laid aside I People do as they please 
enough now. We do not need to be made recldesa by 
law. The whole range of our charter reiiuires no nar- 
rowing of respect for engagements, of keeping ap- 
pointments, and heeding one's word ; and only a li- 
centious temper wants more liberty than it can spin into 
duty, such being of the nature of what Shakespeare 
calls " liberties of sin." Tough is the material, and hard 
the task ; our life is stitched into our work, and in our 
heart-strings the needle finds its thread, which our hand 
is held to the toil of providing till no more wool ia left 
on the spindle all whose web is another's. As well I re- 
member the long afternoon buzz of the wheel that 
turned the white rolls into yarn in the chamber where 
I was born, so I know how woman stands by the dis- 
taff whence man receives the precious stuff so painftilly 
wrought. But that for every one ia a true signal which 
the King was to give Quentin Durward in the tale. 
TJiere is a heaven above us, and no persuasion is possi- 
ble but that into some other or unseen part of this 
world the overtaxed and exhausted fiee. " Who are 
these in white robes? " Such as " came out of great 
tribulation, having washed their robes and made them 
white in the blood of the Lamb." Mostly women, the 
innocent blood, their garments are so strangelj' bleached 
by, that of no farnaff, long-dead, supernaturaJly divine 
victim, but their own ! But what unwholesome, menda^ 
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cioiiB flattery that woman is victim alone ! Domineer- 
ing women plenty in ranks of fashion aet to the spouse 
the stint to supply their lavish unprincipled luxury of 
show, Wlio has not seen the female tyrant hold the 
reins, and brandish the whip, and order her mate, as 
she flirts and sports with other men ! Not the ordi- 
nary variety, bnt the monstrous sort. Long-auffering 
sex, tme the proverb of yonr having more fortitude 
than men I "Why not, with so much more to bear? 
Tour fortitude is our accusation. Tour patience is 
our imposition. Yet imagine not in lower loj'alty a 
relief I Causes exist of divorce; but oft cannot the 
mismatched have judgment to live apart, without in- 
voking authority of law? Live together as they will, 
no name or form of marriage can consecrate a loveless 
chamber, or make it aught but a haunt of shame. But 
the ceasing of love is deeper ignominy ; and no audacity 
so affl~ODts heaven as to plead its lack for an excuse of 
abandonment, and apology for new attachments, where 
roving fancy leads or low appetite may lure. Selection, 
it is called. It is sophistry, profanation of love, 
apotheosis of lust, depraved logic, destitution of imag- 
ination, sentiment or romance, and rebellion i^ainstthe 
instinct of truth betwixt soul and soul to promote in- 
surrection of the flesh, with whatever honesty and per- 
sonal purity from promiscuous habit it may be combined. 
Unrestricted intercourse is not the remedy, but worst 
stage of the disease. No impulse of our nature, 
wherein defects of self-government must not be sup- 
plied by enactments which are the security given ; the 
heavy bond each and every one is under to the common 
>. mind, without whose weight and general prevalence the 
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appeal to the Higher Law, of which occaaion makes » 
necessity so grand, is a pretence or delusion like thfl 
Anabaptist, or that of the Fifth Monarchy Men in 
England, whose rule would have been the ruin of the 
realm. No custom-kouse officer and no soldier may 
picture the idea! state. Who prays not for decease of tho ■ 
office of tho gun, meant and made to give pain and 
destroy life? No red-coat or blue-coat, but every raaa 
and woman to do as they list? It ia a vision of what 
might come when all is gone to glory ! Perfect free- 
dom in our acta and relations? Freedom to baild such 
a bridge as the passengers were drowned and burnt 
under at Richmond, to rear tumbling architecture, or 
to make kindling-stuff of negroes in Louisiana, t 
steer live cargoes of passengers on to the rocks at Cape 
Race ; or for the passion to rove, which Goetbe says 
" believes in no rights but its own, all other rights 
vanishing before it?" Well does Mittler, in Goethe's. 
novel of " Elective Affinities," score with his sharp 
tongue whoever by word or deed strikes a blow at 
marriage ; one passage being of a husband angry at . 
his wife's looking over his shoulder as he read, but 
delighted when it ia done by the girl he doats on, and 
proceeds to kill by the remorseless attraction her in- 
vincible purity finds no escape from but in starving to 
death ; the most pathetic posture in all modern romance. 
The not spotless Goethe, when war threatfius Weiraar, 
makes the woman, he had lived with, his lawful wife ; 
many suitors for one mate show in what scenes utter 
fteedom would end. 

Abstinence or a solitary life is not the remedy. Fof 
homane reasons some nobly maintain the single state> 
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They ttIio, without such, stop in their persons the \-itiil 

current in which the generations flow, are thiovea, 
having received what they never repay. Such baok- 
ruptcy is of how many of Shakspearo's exquisite sori- 
nets the ingeniously varied theme 1 The power, that 
presides over, would not quench oar passions, only 
restrain their madness, ana purge of all foulness our 
human clay. It uses us, but forbids us to use others. 
Has a man such fondness as elevates the woman, and 
a woman the devotion a man is raised by ; and does 
impulse in neither debase? Do both love without seek- 
ing for love? Docs the sister remember none will love 
her who respects not herself, and her male brother 
judge that bis judgment judges him? Then, though by 
no statement of social science the sexual problem be 
solved, it will bo settled in life, in harmony through 
difference and the charity that is truth. 

Regeneration is not the remedy, but right generation. 
We have learned, said a social agitator, that whoever 
is bom at all, is well-bom. But how many are as ill- 
bom as the man of whom Jesus said he had better not 
have been born ! Not well made, said one of some 
puny children. Not half made, an old man replied. 
Untrue parentage is the root of all evil ; and, if the 
priest's charge to those at the altar to confess any 
impediment were obeyed, how many couples would part 
before they were joined 1 Though no civil or ecclesias- 
tical power undertake to withhold, save for nearness of 
blood, the conjugal privilege, there are stronger rea- 
sons often why it should not be assumed ; and what 
are consumption, fever, small-pox, cancer and menin- 
gitis, idiocy and madness, but God's witnesses, reporters 



of the sin, gaunt ghosts in court, judges more dread 
than sit on any bench, not pleasant to look at ; senti- 
nels that do not cry in tlie night, all serene, like those 
I heard in Teneriffe ! We care for improving oxen and 
horses, roses and grasBes, more than Tromen and men, 
whose vital organisms, receptacles of guilt, conduits 
of shame, are how often monuments of ignorance 
and vehicles of death, that have no right to be here ( 
and it were better to propagate poisonous plants, set* 
pents and wild beasts. 

But what help ? It takes all sorts to make the world, 
which we must take, as it is and do the best with, as 
we have the poor always with us ; and Quetelet's tables 
will tell us how much crime and disease must be ir 
eoil which we cannot unwind I This is the Fate, ia 
Turkey, of the Mahometan captain who, as his engins 
breaks, lets the ship go down, saying, Great is Allah f 
when a Yankee would put his prayer into ingenuity to 
mend. Optimism is piety in theory, but in practice the 
unpardonable sin ; and acquiescence in things anywhere 
as they are blasphemes the Holy Ghost. We do not 
give up a field to stones and thorns, or leave a swamp 
or blind drain to breed typhus and venomous flies. We 
at least complain of unhealthy nuisances in the neigh- 
borhood, of foundering steamers, sinking causeways 
and crashing trains, which in the worship of Mam 
are part of the order of service ; the temple, as w 
religiously say, being the whole world ! Shall these 
devotions, old as any sacrifices in Mexico, or suicides 
in Japan, go on? Yes, until we have a better race. 
Mature is honest. The working of every invariable 
law is God telling his children the truth, and our ao- 
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ddent, as yre call it, a pretty phrase for a tiaman lie. 
Every explosion, conflagration or collision, is veracity 
above and falsehood below ; order on one side, but 
disorder as it comes from and toncbes us ; and when 
; arrives the saved remnant, to wltom every house and 
( hotel should be open to atone for the iniquity of the 
mishandled ship they paid their passage in for the 
'' freezing breakers of the cruel shore — while the unmur- 
,' . muring dead are blasted out from the sunken deck, and 
', the living claim no damages — we get rid of by passing 
I them on in irregular, dangerous night trains, like cattle- 
i| cars, with no chance to sleep for a week. Docs no ac- 
I tion lie at the divine bar? 

f We are yet an inhuman race. We do not begin fair. 

,] For a better start goes up the cry of agony ft'om the 

elements of humanity in creatnreB not existing, dumb 

to the ear in the womb of futurity, yet our clients 

I to-day with their weal or woe hanging on our counsels 

I and acta, to hallow sex from impure indulgence and 

'i oonseci'ate it to its end, in that line of worthy pos- 

'l terity on earth which has too an immortal reach. But 

a perfect human form how rare I We have beeu all 

more or less hurt on our journey hither. We have 

met with some accident in our nature worse than being 

overset in a carriage. Says a wise physician, there is 

I an evil inheritance in our frame, a poisonous humor 

' more universal and injurious than all the elTects of 

intoxicating drinks. Much is said of the coming man. 

1 But the woman, his mother, must come before he can ! 

I Without a Mary there would have been no Christ. One 

1 man, but not one woman, in a thousand Solomon found : 

yet, when found, what a power in the fair figure, not 
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to fling our sinB in our face, but to bum and ehine them 
away ! No individual prophet, but a true womanhood 
is the deaire of all natiooa, redeemer from transgres- 
sioD and Me ah of th wo Id th heavenly Mother as 
well as Fath we e 1 an J ha e not had because of 
the long opp s that h a k pt the woman out of 
her rights, he fault thus a n f cm her wrongs, liks 
those of the sla Op n to h the path, she will show 
as many ele t a 1 a th man and the preacher be 
shamed out of that proverb reckoned as Holy Writ, 
though no high thought, but scorn of base experience, 
inspired the pen. 

Sanctified from, birth is no senseless phrase. How 
the annunciation to the Virgin rolls and makes the 
globe its perennial choir ! But what a biting satire 
to suppose in human history incorrupt conception bnt 
once, for seers to predict, an angel to herald, a heav- 
enly troop detailed to sing, and painters like Murillo 
amid clouds of cherubs to draw ; a superstitious mir- 
acle in what should be a common event, the hnman 
father in a single case eliminated as if through him the 
ineritable taint ; and God insulted in the notion that 
the constitution he is the root of is unclean, and purity 
in a solitary case among countless millions smuggled 
in at the postern and back-door of this great palace of 
the soul we live in, by illegimate casting into the shade 
of disgrace of ever3' lawful birth ! Elsewhere is normal 
attraction, the planets not whipped into the traces. So 
the time is at hand for no binary stars to draw more 
smooth than man and woman that belong together. 
Jesus was no exception. Both genealogies conti-adict 
the misinterpretation by which Luke introduces him 
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through the broken houndarj' of law. Goil keeps that 
fence np ; never a missing rail or gap in the wall of 
holy city; onlj- Jesus was the child of lore and 
purity. What atheistic misanthi'opy will prffnomice 
him sole offspring, when there are thousands beside? 
The kingdom of God is a solecism, but for the hope 
that such will be every child at length, in the decease 
of the convenient or mercenary marriage, in abjuring 
profane pleasure as the end, and in devoting the sex- 
ual correspondence to an ennobled kind, which it is 
a tragedy embracing all others to misa. Had but Job 
and Judas cause to curse the biitbdaj-? How many 
babes ought never to have been 1 Said the old min- 
ister to the indecent boys in the gallery : I am sorry 
you came. Though pity fold a living thing, yet com- 
passion would how often put it out of pain, commis- 
eration be glad when it is dead, jiistice denounce the 
deed it presents, however covered with forms of propri- 
ety and law, wisdom prevent the arrival of the wretched 
freight, and truth pronounce the so-called illegitimate 
cargo of sound stuff and precious goods dearer to God 
and man than the protected flimsy article that has 
passed test of social custom and paid the established 
toll, adding to the king's revenue not a jot ! Refuse, 
priest, to bury the heretic in holy ground? Nay, 
find first the heretic, and refuse to baptize him in holy 
water ! What matter in what soil the worn-out corse 
may rest and rot ! the more eacred tlie better, if the 
relics of sickness and sin are put away; for at the 
quick term of a miserable existence men and angels 
should rejoice. But hesitate or weep in j-our welcome 
of .a being that begins an incarnate malediction and 
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Talot ! That first step is costly, not the last one into 
the gi'ave. 

Whence, but from the missing of a mutual owuerBhip, 
whose yoke would be liberty and rest, this universal 
complaint of want of sympathy? You have parents, 
partners, all friendship of kith and kin, but not sym- 
pathy. No man, cries David, cared for my soul, 
is the general malady. We are all in this case. 
3'ou could but find somebody to understand you, how 
your felicity were made I But none enters into our 
secret thought, encourages our aspiration, answers our 
affection, meets ua halfway, or heals our wounds. 
Eastern maid came across some thousand miles of land 
and salt water to call out in London streets the name 
and become the bride of the traveller wlio in passing 
had won her love ; and how gladlj' we would take the 
wings of the morning and dwell in the uttermost parte 
of the sea or make our bed in that low place the 
psalmist calh hell, not to escape God, but to find a 
man or woman to comprehend us ! I think with Co 
fort, said one, of mj- cofQn, I am with this question 
perplexed. The malady is unharmony. Gross pleasure 
is not our object ; but a Lunger, there is none to 
a thii'st more burning than the sailor's in mid ocean 
beside his empty casks ; and this drinking the brine of 
ungenial companionship is our woe. 

Incompatible tempers; so nnhappy connections are 
explained. But God is not mocker m( 
mocked. He means a concord, a symphony, of which 
all Beethoven wrote are but sign. But one wilfiil 
instrument untunes the whole orchestra. The player 
said, — It is my oum violoncello, when Mendelssohn 



reproved him for a false note. The chicken from the 
egg aad the egg from the cLickeii ; how escape thia 
Hebrew ring and vicious circle of the new child from 
the old parent and the new parent from the old child? 
Friends saj-, prayer helps them aot ; many collects, 
canticles and Bible-readings leave us the same; tho 
gilt hand-book of petition, the handsome copy of the 
Scriptures on the shelf or nnder a pile of other volnmea 
on the centre-table ia not accepted as a legal tender for 
the debt of sin or entrance-fee into heaven. The keeper 
of the gate of paradise, above or below, takes no such 
bribe. You shall deliver your soul only with agony of 
Pauline groans as you grapple with inordinate desires 
and board this piratical ship manned with cravings for 
yonr neighbor's goods, only by slaying with the sword 
of the apiiit the covetous heart. He, that preaches 
fiiith and is the victim of lust, is a wolf with bnt added 
disadvantage of sheep's clothing ; unlike the true shep- 
herd he quaffs another's blood instead of shedding 
his own, refusing to lay aside the robe that must be 
stripped off! All sin may be pardoned but the covert 
it hides in, which must be broken up. 

For preventive of mischief, which wc dare not fathom, 
acquaint the young with their own frame. What avails 
proficiency in grammar and historj-, music and FroncK, 
learning the size of the earth and distance of the sun, 
calculating a transit or eclipse, the philosophy of sea- 
sons and tides? The occultation of no planet is so 
baleful as wanting knowledge of the laws of their own 
body and soul. Hence what customs, which wo know 
not how to analj-ze into the proper proportions of 
calamity and crime ! At early dawn I saw that dismal 
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coach, no window lets light into, the prison-van at the 
station ; and men and women enter for no pleaaure-trip 
at its inhospitable door — one yonth with yellow curia 
the last — all bundled in the dark together for court and 
jaO. The shadow of the little vehicle reached far against 
the rising sun and seemed to fall on every temple ! 

When, for temptation, shall instruction be put? 
Take the world as it is? No, mend it at every point. 
So thinks the ant lugging the sand-grain to make or re- 
pair hia house. So think I lifting back (Voni my beach 
with an aching back the round or ringed stones that 
the sea, which ages do not weary, has washed down 
from the cliff. The bee or beaver is example for our 
house-cleaning and putting in order the world. Bat 
reform is patchwork without renovating the race, which 
it will follow every way, as floods the moon. But how 
bad blood runs debauched and drunken, foul or inflamed, 
from father to son, and a haughty temper goes down ! 
I knew of a certain family that never considered others 
more than their gravel-walk I Grace has a hard time 
in the house which secretes enough of it to i 
nm-down colony. It will be captions, howsoever you 
are kind. Against stubbornness and stupidity innate, 
the gods strive in vain ; and it is not wrong to pray 
with David, that such a generation may be cut off. 
We mourn not when proud and quarrelsome clans dis- 
appear more than when snakes and bears vanish or 
are driven from the wilderness or wood. Individuals 
let us cherish and bless ! Be just to the copper and 
ebony as to the ivory color in mankind. But, if red 
skin and black should be sloughed off i 
nature. Providence will make no ado ; and, if peevish 



BEX. 1 27 

or lascmous people fail of isaue, there can bo no hu- 
mane lament ; for a grander strain of vital inheritance 
is our want, of which all the benedictions that shall 
make the music of the millennium must be composed. 
Eight relation of man with woman, and of all women 
with all men, is the missing master-string. 

The proper personality of woman ia of all ti-uths 
most important to affii'm. Is she tlie victim? such let 
her refuse to be 1 When she stands on her feet, is iior 
hand of worth. There are, saya a woman, too many 
of us ; but wherefore, save to be independent, is she in 
excess of the population, with right to vote in aom&- 
thing more important than a political election, namely, 
the disposal of herself? Her masculine mate earries 
his reftisal of her peerage even into beaven, giving to 
angels, save of hia own gender, no name. The affable, 
faithful, executive angel? Oh, ill-married Milton, whom 
thy own daughters wished out of the way, and who 
dost demoralize still with thy treatise on divorce, is 
it only and always some translated or prototype man, 
Michael, Gabriel, Uriel ? The Florentine Dante learned 
from love to be more courteous ! 

Liberated womanluiod be our motto, not Free Love, 
if that mean, instead of spiritual option, licentious 
practice and various choice. For freedom is not a prin- 
ciple. Truth, goodness, justice, beauty are principles, 
or all one ; but freedom is a mode, room for principle 
to act in, as space is God's opportunity and workshop. 
First, law, then liberty to keep its line, while the 
motive of Wordsworth's " Ode to Duty " heads the pro- 
gramme of all its music. The colonial struggle and 
task of African emancipation have, for the time, made 
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freedom our foiemoBt thought. But, in logical oi 
psychological order, the stage is not of so much con- 
cern 83 the play i and a play of folly or iniquity is not 
worth the candle or the boards. Duties must make the 
equation with rights, and obedience is the cap-stone, if 
liberty be the cap. The trumpeter in Hunt's picture 
with hia cry, Freemen to arms, and the angels that 
blow through flaring tubes on the canvas of the old 
painters their long blasts, call to no privilege which ia 
not equity, and the equivalent of honor ; and, while we 
hearkened not, the gentle breeze of humanity rose into 
the whirlwind of war, and Bounds of harmony were 
wrecked in discordant screams. 

But it is nobody's business what private tie any woman 
may have with any man ? The rufflaus in the streeta 
took this view of adultery in a famous and often cited 
case. It is captivating to the natural man, old Adam, 
primeval creature, aboriginal beast ; and were society 
an accident, not an essence, it might be true. But, for 
no sharer of a common nature, is there such prerogative 
of privacy or isolation. What thought or procedure so 
sequestered or hermetically sealed aa not to poison or 
heal? Is my plague or small-pox mine, so that you 
have with it no concern? Let there be hospital and 
red flag, for public warning of infection that 
A quality cannnot be insulated like electripity. Human 
hearts are not dumb-bells. Their softest pulsationa 
bow loud, and they vibrate how far I No hiding of 
goodness ; no spiritual quarantine ; communication ia 
unavoidable, and publicity is the moral law. The fond 
word, in doting ears, may make a continent its sound- 
ing board, press and parlor its whispering galleries, 
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mortal breasts its chambers of reverberation to ring it 
on to the day of judgment, after all the noise of the 
gale and resonance of cannon have died away. In 
your aecludcd opportunity you are on your honor, and 
peril too. By her whom you insulted, in her sentence 
on j'ou to a visitor, your character is wrecked ! I think 
of the affront when I think of yon ; I read the mark on 
yonr forehead when I meet you ; and by no struggle 
can yon loosen the cement of what from your person 
cverj' wind blows abroad. Tremble in season before- 
hand at the exposure, which is not at the mercy of 
any impertinent meddler, and comes by no whim of 
gossip or scandal, nor can be withstood by any resent- 
ment or dignified silence, nor disposed of as an out- 
rage of eavesdroppers or reporters, but takes place by 
a law ! Who counts the spies in God's employ, detec- 
tives which no cunning outwits? He has sheriffs with 
■writs for violators of statutes that cannnot be re- 
pealed, and whose adjustment must be not of them to 
U8, but us to ttiem ; and whoso, however honored, 
would shield his fault by assuming secret self-appropri- 
ation of its knowledge, is blind to the retributions of 
history, and has not i-ead the roll of names glorious 
but for a single blot. 

Pure individuality exists no more than a single mag. 
netic pole. You are your brother's or sister's keeper 
hence the right of search into whatever on your prem- 
ises is harbored or done. His neck is like any other 
man's, said Cromwell of Charles I. ; his blood is like 
ours, said the French peasant of Louts XVI. In the 
human solidarity are no interstices ; we are atoms 
in the sum ; and whoever fancies himself a larger 
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monad, with peculiar rights and title to grasp, should 
remembur the text : " When the Lord maketh inquisi- 
tion for blood he forgetteth not the cry of the humble," 
What a clamor against lordly abusers of tbeir strength 
to the undoing of the weak, such as the Roman Virgil 
or the Tuscan bard never heard, rises as we listen to 
the last decrees ! 

Yet we are wronged by rumor running into extrav- 
agant surmise of guilt. The old dogma of total de- 
pravity is dead ; but a modern lie takes its place of 
imputing actual impurity to all mankind. Hamlet's 
word to Ophelia, — Trust none of us, is constrnoil not 
as an unjust slur, but sober advice ; and it needs not 
Isabella's speech in " Measure for Measure," to her 
brother, to convince us the clergy are no better than 
the rest, bo widely on grounds of fact or fancy their 
conduct is brought into doubt. Why should there be 
a different standard for them? We keep no clerical 
laundrj' to wash all the cloth worn by the profession ; 
nor have any of its members more title than other 
men to rest in silence under accusations of guilt, as 
though reputation for them were a peculiar defence; 
but rather, if innocent, they should cry out like John 
Bunj-an, — I defy any woman on earth, in heaven or 
hell, to witness against me. The curse of celibacy in 
the corruption of the priest claiming special prerog- 
atives has reached beyond Rome, to prove domestic 
life the true condition for all. Says Francis Gallon : 
If the Protestant, like the Catholic clcrgj', had never 
married, Berzelius, Euler and Wollaston wootd not 
have been born. 

Marriage is arraigned as a conventional arrangement, 
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not a natural law. Is civil government, religion, wor- 
sliip aeconiiug to nature? la only that savage state 
natural, from wbi<jh man has a natural and irresistible 
tendency tn depart? Is tlie crude planet all of nature 
bere, or ia every atmctnre of beauty part of it, as much 
as tiie balance of land and aea? That marriage un- 
Bwera to nature would appear fi-om a recent report in 
France that healtli and life are quadruple, under its 
sanction, bcj'ond human thriving in unpermitted ties; 
and ne need no argument of its bearing on issnes 
larger than organic force ; for the perfection of man ia 
to be more than a splendid animal ; and only a partial 
analogy for him can be drawn from the vegetable or 
brute. To leave out his moral nature is like omitting 
the base line in a Coast Survey. We must not prop- 
agate insanity, iufirniity, or disease ; but instinctive 
fitnesa of the manly and womanly in any pair is more 
sagacious than any rule science ia yet prepared to 
apply. The gypsy fruit on the family-tree, sometimes 
of large size and wild fascinating flavor, ia more 
commonly puny and sour. How it is flung away, a 
foundling on the door-stone, or floats a wretched iVeight 
on the sea. or is abortive ttirough violence of sin and 
ahame ! We must not press physical values too far. 
There are qualities to propagate moi'e precious than 
crude strength. 

H laaac Newton could have been put into a quart when 

I be was born. Was ever more in less cubic contents? 
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The Bun aod mooa and all the host of heaven shrank to 

revolve iii that little lim, and hiiDg their gravitations 
on the thread of that quivering life ; and a pnff of wind 
to blow out that tiny flame would have extinguished 
the glory of the fii-niamcnt. But on what carnal plan 
could the gi'eat astronomer have been forecast? How 
lay the train for a Moses, Milton, or Kant? "Thine 
eye saw my substance jet imperfect ; and in thy book 
all my members were written," "What faculties have 
been wrapped in frames too frail for any prudence to 
plot ! We saw Channing and Allston walk the street, 
pallid and faint, while they moved the world with their 
eloquence and art. If Pluto's scheme was barrea, how 
shall smaller speculations succeed? Instinct may be 
illuminated, supplemented and regulated, but not dis- 
placed ; and no cnt-aud-dry terms which any social 
theory would substitute for wedlock, has better promise 
than the so dreadfuUj' refuted reasons of state in formal 
contracts tried by royal biood. 

Love exceeds and outlasts lineage. What ftirther 
issue do the gold and diamond weddings contemplate? 
The door, which graj- hairs come in at to greet the 
guests, communicates with the upper house of shining 
mansions ! Let ns hold up the ideal union, and not 
Buffer to what are called exuberant natm^es that allow- 
ance of excess which gets no example or apology from 
beasts in the wood or cattle in the field ! If we pity 
those hurried awaj' by passion and melting in hotter 
fires of compunction ; if art relents to draw the picture 
of Iluloisc and Abelard breaking over false restraints 
in the church ; if we must survey with interest of sym- 
pathy Schaefifer's picture of Francesca di Uimini and her 
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lover in the nhirling cloud of hell, wilii Daiite and 
Vii'gil lookiug on ; if we pardon current or historic 
trespass atoned for and repented of; wc must let none 
who openly or with unblushing hypocrisy strike down 
conventional guards of puritj-, plead for their offences 
any principle of a higher law. There is no law heeded 
by such bnt " the law of the members " against that of 
I no court on earth or in heaven to ab- 
Bolve. Any cbureh, that stands warrant, must tremble ; 
any Orthodoxy, that defends thom, will totter ; any 
Christianity, that dares apologize, will before Radical 
piety pass as a breath. There could be no such card 
for Free Religion as Christian corruption. In the 
laxity of our accredited religion a leaning tower over- 
hangs the city of God. The wreath of smoke through 
the deck will soon be a buruing of the vessel to the 
water's edge. Justice must spare no transgressor's 
fame, though toucliiug him shako the centre pole of 
the believers' tent. Richly endowed c onat it u lion ally 
is the man ; therefore to be more largelj" furnished and 
indulged? Bnt is there uo command over impulse and 
desire? Is the Decalogue gone? "The spirit of the 
prophets is subject to the prophets." When it is a 
spirit not of divination, it ought to be quenched! The 
grave, David dug, has a voice, echoed ftom how many 
other graves ! 

We learn from the lower tribes. How selection of mates 
is hinted as they rise in rank and dignity ! The flshea 
creeping on the bottom or in schools, such as the mack- 
erel the water is alive with, and the cattle upon a 
thousand hills, live more or less promiscuous ; but the 
birds pair. Coleridge speaks of " the wedded and 
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divoreeless swallow." The lordly cock keeps hia liarein ; 
the raai musters his flock ; the goat butts whoever would 
approach him or his family ; the bull with his pawing 
hoofs tosses sand into the air, and gores intruders, a 
terror in every pasture ; and there are creatures plenty 
to litter and spawn, till the ascending rounds on the 
ladder of life bring us to that one to one, we call wed- 
lock, whose sanctitj' is implied in the humor that 
inquires, — Did you tie the knot fast? Strange that 
woman, already suflbring most from untmth, should 
risk more points in the game that goes so hard with 
her, by ever trusting all to a mood sueh as Peter the 
Great was small enough to indulge I We cannot bind 
the soul that would leave our side, 

" Nor detain her vesture's hera. 
Nor the palest rose she Hung 
I'rom her summer diadem." 



Let her be at large, but under that duty which is 
deity in our affections, as among the rolling orbs ! 
Horse or locomotive will shatter the ill-joined carriage 
or car ; and our fortunes need the flrm vehicle as well 
as fierj' heart. 

We want correspondence with our whole nature, of 
which marriage may fail 1 But does other connection 
succeed? Are the sharpest bickerings those by the 
family hearth? Married or unmarried are of course 
destined for each other, and going to love till the sun 
espires, and river and sea go drj- ! See the poems of 
Robert Burns ! But his eternal fealty lasted how long ? 
What logicians are the passions ! The sophists, that 
talked with Socrates, had no such dialectic skill. Did 



BEZ.. 135 

Byron's leave to choose turn out better than Siirke's 
fidelity to choice? Unwedded Adam and Eve rose to 
reproaches from their dream of delight. There is no 
deliverance in Free Love. Oatha do not produce 
treacherj' I It is more common among those who nevei 
swore at the altar to be true. For the hundred mur- 
ders, in the last twelve-month, there is no explanation 
in the conjugal link. Poor girls, sliot or stabbed for 
declining importunate olfers, or for refusing to suhmit' 
to nnbridled desires, or for a doubtful position between 
rival claims, or in haunts of shame, are ten to one 
woman slaughtered by her spouse. Injured, deserted 
maidens kill a hundred to one poisoned l>y the lawful 
wife. Not wedlock is the nicer ; but boundless luat. 
To pair off save for guilty cause, is not only a sin, but 
au unsettling of fouudatious deeper than in any Dec- 
laration of Independence or Bill of Eights, and a 
levelling of bulwarks against an ocean of appetite. 
Why was it made so deep and stormy ? Why harder 
to curb than the Equiriox-gale, or sea beating on the 
Hollander's dykes? Love is the life-preserver ; hatred 
is murder ; and what is hate but the sensibility averted 
that might embrace, as Othello's smotbcring was his 
once so cordial hand. 

Our affections must not be slaves held to service. 
Bnt is all debt or dutj- servilitj'? Then wipe the word 
obligation out of your lexicons and laws ; for nature's 
necessities are tyrannies, anii the gravitation despotic 
that binds atoms together and "preserves the stars 
from wrong." There must forsooth be no centripetal or 
centril^gal force ; no curve of diacretiou, but flying off 
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at a tangeat, tOl anivergal dissoluteness aud disintegra- 
tion be the name for God ! 

Principles are not abstract, but relative. Is freedom 
a priDciple? So was slavery when the captive gladly 
paid service for life. The marriage-roof protects more 
ft-ee love worthy the name in America, Germany, Eng- 
land, than wanders witliout proper home or cover in 
Italy, Utah or France. Is the buffalo, whose black- 
homed head you will have perhaps nailed at j'our gate, 
free because he gallops over the praiiie with the herd? 
Freedom is, not to brandish rifle and tomahawk, or 
break bounds anj' way ; not to slip in gutters, be 
bruised against stones or torn by thorns, but to conform 
to law [ and, however we so baptize the propensity, 
on whose neck we throw the reins, it is u false chris- 
tening. 

Love is not an appetite, but sentiment. It is ab- 
sorbed in its object ; and may be known by that test. 
It never absorbs its object into itself. It rests in it, 
and does not rub round it, to come back again with the 
self-pleasing motion of a dog or cat. It is discipline 
as well as delight. The finest ofispring is not of those 
who as tame echoes blend so yon cannot tell them 
apart ; but of a spirit high as it is gentle, neither party 
disappearing in the other. How I hate to see some 
meek woman vanish in her usurping mate ! Better the 
step elastic as an Arab racer. I never, said one of our 
Sultans, consult the women in business, — not even 
their own. But action and reaction form the several 
Wilis, make the best concord, with reason for curb ; and 
at the first goad, to burst, like unbroken steers, from 
rectitude, is chaos worse than the earth's " without form 
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and void," Free love is not to desert aiid pick to 
pieces, as in the village shop which one called a 
dissecting- room, where scarce the victima' bones re- 
mained. 

Be marriage then not abandoned but improved I Its 
old formula has beec well ridiculed ; TVith this ring I 
thee wed, is sorcery ; with my body I thee worship, 
idolatry ; with all my worldly goods I thee endow, a 
lie ; — the man knowing, instead of imparting his own 
riches, he will at once seize his wife's. In the name of 
the Father, and of the Son, and of the Boly Ghost: 
that, let me add, ia blasphemy, to associate the sacred 
adjuration with earthly stnff; and some have refused 
to repeat at their marriage that part of the vow. 

Ia not constancy of one to one the iaward bidding? 
In Beethoven's "Ruins of Athens" a martial banS re- 
cedes with music, throb after throb, in every fainter 
sound, till it slips at last over some hill-side and is no 
longer lieard. So, unheeded, at length inaudible in the 
distance, goes the angplic troop. Let lis make the still 
place in us, and we shall hear ! Sometimes we are at 
the secret door, and look into the celestial window, 
with vision of beauty and voice of truth, when some 
sceptic oiJcns his carnal lips to call the doctrine of the 
Spirit delusion : there is none, or but a painted window 
or door ! But it is no error to affirm tlie Spirit's teach- 
ing; only to claim it as our word. If it be mistake, 
BO are we all mistakes ; even the soul itself a mistake. 

It is one thiiig to question tlie purity of the advo- 
cates of transferable affections ; another to deny the 
purity of the transfer ; as would a juiy of women, ft-om 
the concubines of Solomon and the seraglios of the 
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Turk, to the anachronisma of Brigham Toung. Na- 
ture resents the lion's share of affcctional privilege, 
and plearls for homo. When the sparrows on the trees 
find ready-made the small houses of painted wood to 
shelter them better than any nests from the sun and 
wind ; must they not have, in their slender breasts, 
some dream of the inercifid power, above tbeir own, 
that haa fashioned and bestowed the refnge, wherein — 
with free rental and no warning to quit — more del- 
ieate feelings may unfold than if they were i-uffled by 
the storm or blown about in the exposed hollows of 
sticks and straw which alone they could build for tbem- 

1 ? S what supernal goodness substitutes the 

bum h hold for the wild perils and loose wander- 

f ge life I Seream as we may at the bad, 

tl 1 J evails. Spite of foul tramplings, and 

dur n th streets, there cannot be of mud so much 
as f p air; and misunderstanding is part of the 
p ft pi n. Nice work asks sharp tools ; and there 

n m in the keenness of those with which our 

h t cut and carved. By workmanship, silver 

has a price beyond gold, and wood is wrought into 
more value than rubies. Into what maj- not the vilest 
substance of our nature be shaped, if we hark to the 
teaching and yield to the hand? In Goethe's drama, 
Iphigenia defends her chastity, ascribing her firmness 
to the gods. No god hath said this ; thine own heart 
hath spoken, answers Thoas the king,- They only 
speak to us througb our heart, she replies. Have 
not I the right to hear them too? he rejoins. Thy 
storm of passion drowns the gentle whisper, adds the 
maiden, and closes all debate. 
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But can the affections submit to the will? As when 
I hear music or eloquence, so when I see grace and 
beauty, can I help being drawn ? Doubtless there is a 
charm betwixt particular persons of sex, which no hu- 
man ordinance, other relation or previous ownership of 
supposed property can disallow. It is an education for 
Petrarch and Dante, and for thonsanda beside, which 
no college could afford. It is no weapon, but a shield- 
No outward intimacy is its aim. It moves with the 
respect Mars or Jupiter has for his sister planet. It 
holds a gracious distance and keeps a heavenly har- 
mony. There is no end or bound to its anticipation of 
joy. To its surety a promise seems profanation ; and 
thanks but rising dust. To bar it out is to resist our 
Maker and our make ; to scorn it is to laugh at the 
Holy Spirit ; and to restrict its love or aim to external 
lines of i>oeterity, is to discard the divine image and 
deny immortality. But unlimited liberty of a fleshly 
bond is such secession and miUiflcation of a deeper 
than any civil order that with it no state or society 
could exist. 

We have an account open which we need better to 
nnderstand. " Limits of Human Reaponsil)ility " for 
llie title of a book ? We have not foimd them ; and 
thej" must bo extended farther yet. God is the Former 
of our bodies and Father of our aouls ; but we are cre- 
ators too. The tools, that tunnel the hills, are more 
admirable than the rocks and earth they displace ; the 
ship and engine nobler than the watery waste they cut ; 
the picture ti'om the hand of genius has a value beyond 
the landscape, in the inspiration of the artist's touch ; 
Lafarge's lily is handsomer than any in the pond, being 
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the tj-pe no individual flower caa match ; and the road 
humanizes the pasture or forest through which it ia 
made. No field in France conveys the suggestion of 
Millet's picture of the " Sower " which threateneiS a rev- 
olution. But we are self-creators too ; and must not 
father or shoulder off the miserable specimens of our 
humanity on God. Wo have a, hand with him in our 
liind. " God made me," said the little negi'o, " but 
Massa Lincum make me free." Bat how we botch his 
work iu our offspring, as if human creatures did not 
choose the multiplication of their own sordid aort, as 
much as of the scrubs and brambles at their door ! 
Great sculptors leave their works to be finished by in- 
feriors ; but what poor apprentices we are ! I think I 
see the Lord washing his hands of us ! Jesus was his 
Son ; but what courtesy to call this common brood his 
children ! " Blessings of Providence " ? Grim humor 
in the grand phrase ! , 



God answers somehow for all that is ; but what ia God ? 
Not only Being, but better Becoming. We must rise 
and go on to keep up with iiim. 



Not God's children, but Satan's, invite a new flood that 
would cover the highest hills of our civilization. For 
the human product be on guard I When distress and 
danger came with birth of children, a husband said his 
wife should bear no more I I am not of their mind 
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whose humanity is their only deity. Bat the opinion 
is more hazardous which blinds us to the fact of self- 
transmission as our task ; and there is no safety in 
abjuring, for this office, some decent ordinance and 
rule. Give the woman perfect freedom ; and, with her 
greater native delicaej', will she submit to no iU? To 
BHch possible safeguard all-liail ! But it is do exper- 
iment untried. To what, in or out of wedlock, with 
right to her own person or not, does she not submit 
and consent, generous of nothing so much, and often 
so falsely, as herself? Would that for her sake and 
ours, in the trial-balance, ^e conld appear as never 
misleader, but always misled ! Bat she determines the 
Issue, fair or foul, hardly leas than her permanent or 
shifting mate. I saw the simple awkward boy stand- 
ing to be gazed at by the comely girl older than him- 
self. Part with wilful power and part nncouscioua 
influence flowed into him the magnetic current from 
her half-shut gleaming eyes. The artillery would have 
plaj-ed harmless on another ; but who could divert the 
aim? 



"Half sank lie in; hulf ilr 



ly she him." 



It will be salvation when by what we call Sex, its u 
Bioa is fUfllled. 





As the Greek word for teaching is the same vith 
that for child ; and the modern writer who said, 

better one he not horn than not tauglit, no doubt accepted 
this double sense : so in the nature of childhood the 
quality of instruction is involved. In the same old 
meaning tlie child wag a subject, and the sou a servant, 
and learning was obeying too ; not limited, as with the 
modems in the multiplication of studies, to one branch 
or to one facultj- in the subdivision of the mind, but 
taking for its province every topic and the entire soul. 
Moreover this secondary significance, that youth should 
yield as well as understand, implied it did not arrive 
peiiect and right, pure as white paper, or to open as a 
flower J but needed tutoring. The child was a patient, 
bringing disorder if not depravity, with it. Every man, 
says the medical proverb, is bom with the disease he 
dies of: with a physical tendency, whicli is spiritual 
too, to error and ill ; and, as the prime skill of the 
physician is to know what is the matter, every teacher 
should be acquainted with the constitution of every 
child in his charge. What is doctor but healer ; and 
such, as well as expounder, is his office, be he doctor 
(142) 
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of medicine, theology or laws. He presoribeB ; and 
his lessons are componnds or specifics for the health 
and life of whoso he visits in his rounds, adapting his 
skill to every case. While a complex civilization leada 
into so many specialties of art and accomplishment, 
and 8<ime dexterous manipulation may feti-'h fortune 
and fame, and one is considered educated who can 
haudle the tools of a profession, though uot grounded 
iu knowledge ; and universities send forth graduates 
who have but a tongue, a trick or scientific knack ; it 
is well to reeur to fundamental principles. Yet no 
philosophy or religion has yet carried us beyond the 
old heathen as well as Christian conception of parent 
and child. Peter and John, driven out bj- the Sanhe- 
drim, and moved to articulate the wpirit of truth in one 
voice — for Luke, the narrator, says they spoke to- 
gether — could find no term for their master in their 
prayer, but Tliy holy child Jesus. 

But why this term so strangely applied to a man (hll 
grown — the man of men, the greatest manhood in 
history — after he had fiuiehod his course, was dead, 
risen, and gone to glorj-? ^Vliat is a child but one 
just out of the womb or the cradle; at least still 
young and small and undeveloped ? It is the ofl'spring 
of human parents : is it yet a child of God? No, it is 
not in itself child in any sense. The child is one in 
whom the filial consciousness has waked to recognize a 
relation to a father and mother. What does that little 
soft lump know of what you are to him ; of the tecdcr 
affections that grew betwixt the young man and maiden, 
and bad their issue in betrothal and marriage ; of 
the love that was born before a true son or daughter 
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could be ; or of the sacred yearnings rooted in the I 
past and branching into futuritj-, that make i 
family? When presently the little creature can not 
onlj' suck and cling and cry and lie in its crib and 
begin to creep, but makes some response of a fond 
look with a smile or a kiss, will salute your friend who 
comes to see you, gets to be cunning, as we say, and I 
seems dimly to conceive who it is to you and you to it, 1 
how proud and pleased j-ou are ! Yet it is not aware 
of the bond, cannot love as you do, and will not till it I 
becomes a parent. Parents are perfectly loved only 
through the grave, across the earthly horizon, in 
heaven. As the rolling moon draws the Atlantic, 
how the tide of emotion rises and heaps at the sepul- 
chre, and goes flowing far into the unseen! Who 
wants them back to sight, when away they are dearer 
than ever before? The imagination of a father is 
more than his presence ; the memory of a mother 
more than a mother could be. The deep and lively 
compunction for the failures of duty to them we caur 
not forget. The thanks ai'e loud in the heart for their 
fidelity and patience, when their mortal sense is shut. 
But they must hear the tardy acknowledgments ! We, 
gray-headed men and women, are children at last of 
those that begot and bore us. 

Are we, however, even yet children of God? Not 
unless We have that sense of a tie with that Infinite 
Spirit we are part of, which is how late and long in 
nufolding ! You are bis child when nothing cornea 
between to dispute his claim, and the earthly instro- 
ments of your being but express that thought of his 
which you and they were made by. Then you ait 
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yonDg with immortal youth, have an insurance no 
company can furnish ngainet death, and shiill never 
grow old. The oldest angels, says Swedenborg, are 
the youngest. They liave the most freshness of feel- 
ing, zeal of enterprise, and simplicity of purpose. 
What is childhood, or what is age? Is that slight 
organism, that has just begun to breathe and wail, or 
langb and crow, a child? Has it just commenced? 
Ko; it is very ancient, bom old. It is a delegate from 
other lands. It is a representative of ages, and con- 
tinuation of creatures before the Flood. All its ances- 
tiy are rolled up smooth and small in that fine bundle 
you bear and nurse and rock to sleep. Very ancient 
dispositions slumber in that weak bosom, and will 
soon mightily arouse. I have a friend, who took a 
child to adopt and rear, on the theory that all children 
are as white paper, born free and equal and completely 
pm'e ; and that all in the character to come depends on 
education, circumstance, and surrounding iofluence. 
She had to modify her religious philosophy before she 
got through ! Our Declaration of Independence is a 
glittering generality, or blazing ubiquity, true only in 
some l^al sense of just and impartial treatment of 
every citizen and human soul. What more unequal or 
more bound than those babes ? What is that partic- 
ular infant, you for good reason so especially prize, but 
a mass of impulses and inclinations, the bequest and 
heir-loom to it of the immemorial human race — to say 
nought of pre-Adamite tribes — in the line of its 
descent? Will it be the heir of your property? It is 
the heir of your temper ! Tour inclinations slumber in 
the cradle of its brain. How often the anger, avarice, 
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lust, pride, as well as good affections of its progenitors, 
are ready, at a touch of temptation or encouragement, 
to start, as a seed in due season sprouts and manifests 
itself after its kind ! Do we not have the bitter tausy, 
smart mustard, deadly nightshade, poisonous ivy, 
fragrant apple-blossom, sweet, lowly lily of the valley, 
— all within an hour's walk? O my friend ! I see your 
mother's ej/es in yon : I am sure also of your mother's 
goodrwill, I trust you as I did her. Does it not look 
like its grandfather? Its grandfather it is, come again, 
as the Jews said the new prophet was but some old 
one, — Elias returned. Did the grandfather drinlc, 
defraud, sit long at table, lie late in bed, make ' 
tures of speculation, follow the flesh? Look out the 
grandchild do not the same I Beware the powi 
hereditarj' tendency ! Watch the stream, from the 
past, you and yours are borne on, and like 6 
decessor may be wrecked in, unless you navigate with 
care ! What is your baby ? A chip of the old block I 
Hew and smooth it itito some form of grace and vessel 
of honor. 

When Calvinism ran into such extremes as infant 
damnation and paving hell with infant bones, we met 
the blasphemy with every creature's divine origin and 
claim. Wordsworth wrote his wonderful poem to 
glorify the child : 



" Thon, whose exterior semblance doth bely 
Thy soul's Immensity." 

But the Liberals went into extravagance the other way. 
So there is a weakness in our whole system of training. 
We hare looked at the cherubs in Raphael's and 



TEACHING. 147 

Murillo's pictures ; we have gazed at the figure of the 
blessed babe on tbe canvas of Correg^o ; wb have 
written our essays and storicH on the ground of this 
native innocency, resenting the indictinents of human 
nature in the old theology. What sentimental lessons 
we give to the children in our Sunday-schools ; what 
sentimental hymns we slug, and sentimental tales we 
write in our newspapers and magazines I How we 
spoil the Httle ones with this seraphic self-conscious- 
ness we niu-ture them into from the earliest years I 
We ai'e surprised when, in some uncleanness, spiteful- 
nesa, greed, cruelty, forgery, an nnangelic nature is 
manifest ; and, by tlie demons our cherubim have 
turned into, our painstaking has proved fruitless, and 
our fine philosophy belied. The Orthodox are half 
right, and wo half wrong. It is time this flattery 
ceased, and a wholesome breeze blew in at tbe win- 
dows of our nice vesti'ies, to sweep away our fond 
folly, and startle us with the truth that, if wo are 
kindred with God and He is responsible for os, we 
are put at school on trial, with a law of retribution 
for misconduct, as of benediction for faithful work. 

A divine childhood is the perfection of man. But 
it is no poeaCBBion by inheritance. It is an acquisi- 
tion of time and toil, the hard earning which home 
cuiture, church instruction, and j'outhftil docility must 
combine to secure. All serene I cries the Spanish sen- 
tinel, walking the rounds in the city of the Holy Cross in 
the island of Teneriffe. But the sound of the syllables 
implies that lurking robberj-, murder, or the incendiary's 
torch, may at any moment appear from ambush, with a 
blow or flash, on the scene. We must stand guard and 
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pace the walls of this human city of God, knowing that 
only on condition of our watching against evil will good 
prevail. Only right generation can dispense with re- 
generation. Oui" children, in their moral nonage and 
minority, are onr copies and echoes. They are we over 
again till they become, by our care and their own, 
themselves. Knowing our weakness and sins, and how 
far in God's eye we have been from entire rectitade, 
we are to provide defences against their repetition of 
our mistakes, and lead them to a new departure of right. 
They are not persons till they have worked the most 
ancient clay out of their composition. Are your pos- 
terity to be like you? What will you be like? " In- 
crease and multiply," said the primeval command. 
But what? The thorns and thistles, or the grapes and 
figs? If there bo inducement to an unspotted life, a 
motive that wickedness cannot resist, it is the coming 
out of your loins in endless succession, while the world 
shall stand, of the unfailing resemblances of your char- 
acter and will. Must not all the attributes of child^ 
Uood, — love aa aught more than fondling ; trust nobler 
than that of a kitten or chick ; learning with a thirst 
for knowledge beyond superficial curiosity; and gen- 
uine simplicity above mere fi-eedom from bad design,— 
in the first bare miscellany of caprices and whims, be 
acquired ? 

I look not back after my childhood, bat forward 1 I 
feel it as something to reach, not to leave. j'c 
people, these hoary and wrinkled ones, your elders, 
smile at your esteeming them so old ! Some very 
young folks I consider much older than I am. I see 
them practising old errors of which I fancy I am rid. 
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Some young, very conservative ministers seem to me 
like antiquarians — veritable voices of antiquity — older 
than Pharaoh ; and, though I am a score of years in 
advance, I camiot resist the impression they were 
somehow born before I was. Not the number of the 
earth's revolutions, since you dropped on it, measures 
your age. There is, as the heathens fabled, an elixir 
of life, a fountain of immortal youth. Every prejudice 
you throw off renews your age, till you are more a 
child in your "Father's house"of " many mansions" 
than you were in your spring-time or college days. 
Every conquest of passion is rejuvenation. I confess 
I did not feel very young when I Was a boy. I fell 
into a gloomy epoch in religion. I bore the weight of 
the world's iniquitj', all the way tvom Adam, on my 
little shoulders. God seemed to mo not a perpetual 
original and presence of joy, not one who created the 
world; but one who made Sunday, and built the 
church, and settled the minister, and would punish 
little boys that walked out into the pasture and picked 
flowers in the garden when anybody was preaching. 
"When women fainted in church, I thought they were 
called to the judgment. I walked about, hanging down 
my head, saying over and over again, hour after hour, 
Ood be merciful to me a sinner! I knew not what sin 
was ; was not conscious of having committed any ; but 
was oppressed with an imagination of evU, which 
stained and cumbered the earth, and ou which the sua 
weary of his business of shining, and the grave 
d to swallow it up. How sad sickness was ! 
What a calamity death I The churchyard a horror, 
and the heavy black crape worn for departed friends 
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clothed the universe in mourning. Sung be the heavens 
in black I writes Shakespeare. To me, they were. 
The color strikes a chill to my heart through all this 
dietanee of milea and years. But the feeling of age 
in youth, from all this mysterious theological misery, 
I remember so \-i\-idly, it seems to me I have grown 
younger ever since, the world fresher. The sun gets 
up blithe and cheeribi now ; not as a melancholy sen- 
tinel to watch the wickedness of every man, and be 
God's flaming eye to portend wrath. 

Give your children a cheerful religion. Teach them 
God is love ; but not tbat they are perfect, or began as 
accomplished saints. Their nature is but the material 
of character. They ha\e an immense work to do, and 
we on them and with them. Any self-complacent 
notion, such as we liberal Unitarians arc apt to nourish, 
that, by the attributes of animal childhood, they have any 
advantage or beauty over their seniors, is falsehood and 
ruin. Where, but in our religious misconceptions and 
injudicious in stmctions, is the root of intolerable vanity 
and conceit in our girls and boys, aa if they did not 
get nonsense enough from ua in the blood, without our 
taking pains to nurse it ! I know a little boy who rules 
the house with a rod of iron. Father, mother, grand- 
mother, as well as cook and waiters, are his tools. 
Queen Victoria or the new Emperor William, dreaming 
to exercise such tyranny, would not be endured for a 
moment in parliament or camp. The monarch of all 
he surveys is who but this follow, that has what he 
wants? He takes what ho wishes, and breaks what 
he can lay hia hands on. If flowers are brought in 
and presented to the lady, he seizes them for his own. 
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Ho drugs everjbody, or tnrns the cold shoulder, as he 
Trill. He screams and yells, as if he would split the 
roof-tree, at any denial, till whoever opposes him has, 
like the animal Colonel Crockett covered with his rifle, to 
come clown and yield the point. He takes the handsome 
articles from the shelf to wheel tlirongh the dirt in his 
barrow ; for his mother says. Nothing is too good for 
him. Ho is told to bis face bow beautiful he is ; and 
when he refuses to greet a visitor, and shrugs and turns 
away with scorn, his father says, " I aru treated just 
the same : half the time he won't have anytliing to do 
with me." This is the idol of the family, bowed down 
to and worshipped, — a little god, false devotees, 
that has your heart and honor more than the Great One- 
How long before he will be a true child 1 How far 
hia youth is before him ! What trouble by such nowise 
indulgence is laid up in store for him ; and how the 
neeilful discipline, now withheld, will come sharper in 
many a curb from hia fellow-creatures, and in provi- 
dential pain ! 

I do not say, then, with Eiehter's dreamer. Give me 
boot my yoiUh, that wilful, undisciplined thing. My 
youth shines be/ore me. 1 come trom the west ; I 
travel to the east. I do not think young people are 
always respectful to us 1 The president of a religions 
association, ealbng on me to speak, said, by way of 
compliment, he did not like to think of me as ever 
to grow old. I could have totd him 1 had been gi'owing 
young for fifty years. More glory in the grass and 
gplendor h>. the Jlower every spring. The brightest 
hour of boyhood was when my father took me out of 
the prison of the parlor on Sunday afternoon, to a hill- 
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top, with Ma spy^laas, to look off on the sea. But 
I feel in no priBon now. Was not Father Cleveland, for 
whose hundredth birthday Boston prayed, young as any 
child iu his straw chariot? 

Thy holy child Jesus. Holiness generates and con- 
etituteg childhood. Not bright cheelts and fine hair 
make it, hut humility, reverence, obedience. I love 
children. I have all the fondness for them God will 
allow or pardon. But most of the true children, whom 
I know, have lived long, yet not passed their prime. 
Jeans was more child in his mortality than when he 
was born in pain at Bethany, sought and adored by 
the wise men from the East, borne by Joseph into 
Egypt, or disputing with the doctors at Jerusalem. 
What lovely and noble children of God we have known 
in what we ignorantly call the decline of life, when it 
is but such a slope as that Alpine one you may have 
gone down, into a sunny, blossoming, and fruitful land, 
more pleasant and abounding than was ever known 
before ! I remember plunging from the pass of the 
Stelvio into Italy ; iu an hour or two, from the precip- 
itous region of frost and death, reachiug the sunny and 
grassy plain. So only our revered and beloved ones 
Lave gone down, not' into the tomb, but into delights 
some scenes it might unfit ns for our remaining tasks 
to have unveiled ; so I covet not the manifestations. 

They are children still. No young uian or maiden, 
no lowly and respectful son or daughter, is more a 
child, can be one so much in simplicity, candor, warm 
and unobtrusive love, as some at fourscore ; no misses 
of fourteen more free from forwardness and pretence. 
Of the arrogance and exaction it grieves ns to notice 
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in onr juniors, there is In their gracioua dignity no 
trace. They malie no claim, and would hardly knock 
at the door of heaven 1 But ttiat is a door which opens 
to the faithful without being louulied. Well-preserved 
do we say? Duty is the life-preserver. It maltes their 
faces olear as an infant's asleep, in their shrouds. The 
silver cord is loosed for them, the golden bowl broken, 
the pitcher broken at the fountain and the wheel broken 
at the cistern ; the dust goes to the dust ; but that which 
is neither cord nor bowl, neither pitcher nor wheel, nor 
any manner of dust, goes unto God who gave it. What 
is any monument to the advancing soul? It lives in 
the future : it leaves the past. It recollects not itself, 
and would not have us recollect it. In ecstasy of 
faith, hope, and communion, eternity is present : time 
disappears. Even remembrance, so delightful to us, 
fades before the morning glory we speed on to. We 
have no memorj' because God has none. 

Such childhood is never life's commencement, but its 
last attainment. To use the Greek idiom, it is the 
cliilding of the soul. It was the childish things, not 
the child-like, that Paul put away when he became a 
man ; for all greatness and goodness must have the 
filial ti-ait. The simple Newton describes himself in 
his splendid discoveries as a child picking up pebbles 
on the shore, with the heaving main of truth stretching 
away boundless and unseen. 



and, were there not intellectual argument enough against 
Lord Bacon's having written the matchless plays, there 
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were fatal diaqualif^-ing in the low cunning of that 
politic man ; for the real composer mnat have been one 
of those, not wise or mighty, in the world or their own 
eBteem, of whom the apostle says mere the elect. 



The lines will fit all supreme merit of naturalist or mor- 
alist ; a philosopher like Spinoza, a sage like Socrates, 
a saint like Fenelon or a lover like John ; and the mas- 
ters of arts, who bring about their ends by trick and 
deceit, in private or public affairs, are monsters of arti- 
fice, a brood threatening to the land more mischidT than 
ever did its old inhabitants of wolves and bears. In- 
dividuals, very able in party-management and parlia- 
mentary debate, who contrive to be prominent, to effect 
the passage of large measures, good or bad, in State of 
Congressional halls, and have great weight in adminis- 
tration or opposition scales, may yet be far &om being 
either children or true men. 

But tlie Lord has ways to make the wisest in their 
own conceit childi'cn again, and turn to a benediction 
of knowledge that proverb for dccrepid folly, — onca a 
man, twice a child. One of his tools of pain, a fit 
of sickness, a sharp disappointment, a wasting grief, 
will cut and mould us as infants in arms once more. 
TLen all our wilea drop like the fashions of our hand- 
some or stately dress, to reveal oar genuine shape and 
temper, as the pen-sketch of Tiiackeray shows the foi-m 
of the French monarch with and without his insignia of 
honor and regal robes. To one who has trod the brink 
of the grave and felt its sandy edge give way onder his 
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feet, to one for whom the boon of life has been in the 

scales overweighed by ctistress, to one who haa tasted 

the eup containing not gall, but treachery, ovcn-eaching 

18 to be prudential and the knave becomes the fool. 

God, he will say, let me cheat and equivocate no 
more ! All I had or am in this world was in pawn. But 

1 have redeemed my perjured or spendthrift life. On the 
verge of ruin, I have from the just Judge and mighty 
Disposer bought my forfeited existence back, 

" And 111 the light of truth 
Thy bondman let me live," 



is not to any abstract Duty my prayer. Ont of chasten- 
inga sore and terrible, childhood is the lesson I have 
learnt, with graduation bej^ond all that first innocency 
knew. Sacred poetry errs not, speaking of 

"The Eternal Child." 

It is no individual man, but the soul from which all 
that is manly and womanly is a twofold branch. In au 
instinct of dependency or derivation, German mystic 
and American dogmatist alike make piety to consist. 
We are children of that from which our quality is 
drawn. So by a metaphor we style one of bright 
warm temperament a child of the sun. They were 
" sons of tbunder " who would call down fire from 
heaven, and the devil was father of those who would 
lie and bewray ; while even the Pharisees' indignant 
claim, out of that shameful brand, of God as tlie real 
parent is the spirit in every breast affirming its own 
nature, origin, and end. Are we part of that we spring 
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from? So far dependence is lost in communion, and 
trust becomes assurance. In conscious identit^^ with 
deity we cannot conceive of death, or experience degen- 
eracy, or be in any state diverse from peace ; for the 
parent shares every privilege with the child. 
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THE impossibility of reducing to unity all qoalitieg | 
suggests for our culture a certain balance. JTot \ 
too mudi is the Latin motto ; not overdo or o'eretep ' 
the modesty of nature, Hamlet's advice to the players. , 
If all be the same aa ever, as Hebrew sceptics said, 
and will be the same a thousand years hence and there 
is nothing new under the sun, yet all is change, eyolu- 
tion the wheel that never stops, development the bloa- 
som never in full bloom. No individual Jesus, but 
Difference, is that Son of God which is of eternal gen- i 
eration, and of which no metaphysics can give any i 
account. So our wisdom is to avoid excess or defect, 
and preserve the air, yet please with the variations of the 
tune we play. Every motion of body or mind is to 
trim the boat ; andnothing within our reach is absolute, j 
It is always a question of more or less, and an imprea- | 
sion grows that we have taught inordinatelj', and not I 
trained enough. We have neglected the material part in "i 
favor of the intellectual, and at the coat of the whole. ' 
We admit the gymnastic, not lilce the Greeks as edu- I 
cation, only as exercise and recreation for the new 
mental tasks alone considered worthy an immortal soul. 
(157) 
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Base-ball is a nuisance to annoy the passers and hurt 
real estate. But physiology is informing ua that the 
entire man or woman, of which the boy or girl is the 
bnd, is the snbject in hand, and the object a perfect - 
physical as well as spiritual frame, while a class of 
political and moral monsters that infest the marliet and 
senate to mortify honest merchants and honorable men, 
hint the importance of moral as well as logical lessons 
in our colleges and schools. 

But how lead this human nature ? Learning to speak 
in different dialects disputes the palm with science aa 
a method, and is thought by Max Miillcr and other 
philologists, to be the impassable boundary between 
man and beast, though it is a question if the dog, horse, 
monkey, parrot, do not take the sense of some words 
beside the sound of their own names, which they 
recognize when their back is turned. How far they 
discriminate and classify, it is impossible to say. " If 
a pig could say, I am. a pig, he would be a man." 
What germ of humanity is in a brute, biology may 
some day decide ; meantime human genius is shown 
less in the number of tongiies spoken, living or dead, 
than by proficiency in the natural language understood 
so largely by the brute, and used by the actor on the 
stage. We run into such diffuse writing and talk, the 
point now is to reduce the number of vocables, and 
have " more matter and leas art." The ringing in the 
belfry makes me more religious than the sermon in 
church, and the music of the clioir is more touching 
than the verses they sing. A veuerable clergyman, 
being deputed by his brethren to thank Madam Sontag 
for her ftee concert, prayed that when her time came to 
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go, she might sing more sweetly if possible in heaven. 
We shall not be able to carry Bible or hymn-liook 
thither; perhaps mortified that we cannot pick up a 
word of English or French, or remember the sectarian 
terms in which we now contend ; some new language 
displacing all the old ones on which an oblivion will fall 
more fatal than the old confusion of tongues. But 
we sliall utter, somehow, the universal language of love, 
comprehended by the bird that hops after the crnraba, 
and the fishes that come in the pond to be fed. How 
ashamed will be contentious theologians who cannot 
any longer denominate God or Christ, or angels as 
they did, nothing left of the Babel they so labori- 
ously built. Let us begin with our children the only 
conversation we can contine ! 

Industrial Education hints au idea holding, more 
than any other, our future destiny. I rememlier when 
a boy how the great kite, I flew, pulled so hard I had 
to be spciled by my playmate ; and this idea now 
draws upon a thousand heart-strings. But the flaming 
sword, that turned man out of Eden to till the thornj- 
field, has bequeathed snch a pi'cjudice against labor 
that one of its champions has said it cannot now be 
elevated into a sentiment. Still sticks the Eastern 
contempt of matter as something God would not soil 
his hands with ; and so, like an artist with apprentices, 
he employed demons to make the world. The Pruaaian 
instruction is mainly a soldier's drill ; and our ciril- 
ization will be barbarism on system, a polish on the 
weapons of war, till everybody is taught some art of 
If Adam and Eve fell when they had to work, 
whoever enriches not the earth fails lower than they or 
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tbeir children ; for Cain was at least & tiller of the 
ground and Abel a keeper of sheep. Yet liow we mi^ 
interpret as pure spirit the image we are made in I 
But God Las a hand as well as a niiud. His baud is 
that infinite exeeutiveoess, of which ours is a little 
figure, ever at his Sabbathless worls ; ami the Greeits 
well expressed aetion rather than reflection in the head 
of the Phidian Jove. Is the brain, in our scholastic 
expression, the organ of the mind ? We are learning 
that the mind is in every nerve and fibre, as God is in 
all natui'e, the great coat which grows out of him, and 
he cannot shake off. We well say grasp of a subject ; 
for speculation is but heat-lightning, and eloquence an 
aurora, aside from the actual world. 

What an amazing elastic complexity is the hoof of a 
horse striking the ground and rebounding with the 
weight, in a moment, of a ton ! But more marvellous 
the hand, half whoso wonders Dr. Bel! did not tell. 
Man's superiority to the beast is not in his cerebral 
convolutions alone, but this shaping of the fifth finger 
as an opposing thumb, for numberless combinations of 
delicacy and strength, on which haug all the art and 
architecture of the globe. Of the magic of these meeU 
ing flesh-balls, Signor Blitz gives in his legerdemain 
but a sign. What are all our religion and government 
but things handed down? Cbristiauity is a tradition 
which we should have heard only a faint rumor of, save 
for the recorder's hand. Think what it performs in 
the service of the soul ! Michael Angelo, making the 
chips fly from the marble in his zeal ; Ole Bull, with 
his fingers plucking out harmony as he stoops like 
a. hawk over bis violin ; William Hunt, when his 
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brush will no longer serve to get close enough to his 
canvas, rubbing in the color with what his pupils call 
his wonderful thumb, are witnesses as well as every 
driver, rock-blaster, cabinet-maker, or engineer. Could 
we have had Raphael, all he was in soul without hands ? 
No, said oue ; Kapbael was the result of his hands ! 
Napoleon called his armj' his exteuded hand. Arm is 
the simple stroke ; army the compound batterj'. In the 
old rhetoric explanation was the expanded, demonstra- 
tion the closed hand or fist. There are faculties, of 
weight, size, foim, which can be exercised only through 
the hand. The properties of matter it assists the eye to 
discover. Its culture makes the artist. I can see 
what he wants, but I cannot do it. On what delicate 
shadings depends a Dresden Madonna for its differ- 
ence from a daub ! What at Jirst painstaking and at 
last spontaneous graduation of speed and pressm'e 
distinguishes Listz or Joachim from one that pounds 
the piano or scrapes with his bow ! How, but in nicety 
of touch, is a vase or vessel of Benrensito Cellini di- 
verse from the blacksmith's horso^hoe or nail? More 
complex convolutions are behind in the cunning artisan's 
brain, but they are deepened and refined by hia expert 
hand, so inspired he often knows not how it acts. The 
hand is given in marriage and lifted for an oath, and is 
one-half of eloquence. An Italian in Milan, whose 
voluble speech I could not catch, guided me by a swift 
play of gesture through a labyrinth of streets. Goethe's 
Ottilia, clasping her hands to her breast and turning 
them bent slightly outwards, signifies a renuncia- 
tion her lover could not resist. Amputation of the 
hand locks up mental power ; an armless man is 
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doomed to perpetual imprisonnient. A soldier Ukca 
iu Cromwell's wars was found to have fired bis piece 
with a bit of croolicd iron tied to his stump of a wrist, — 
probably the first man that fonght on his own hook. 
When the babe's ej-e opens things touch it ; the infant 
learas distance by feeling it out, makes a mud'pie, and 
afterwards a picture or park. 

This is not materialism. We feel that the muscles 
are tools. I am sensible that some dress is needful to 
my existence, yet suspect I am not confined to anj', 
but can slip off a gravestone as easy as a morning- 
gown. Man is proteus, with many masks, or sets of 
colors in his locker. Was it necessary to detail i 
angel to roll awaj' the stone before Jesus could get 
out? He was never under it, but snt somewhere, and 
smiled while Mary wept at Joseph's tomb. Our organ- 
ism does not constitute us ; there is a silent partner in 
the firm, of which the body is the business member 
and travelling agent. A man is uot sea-sick while he 
commands the horizon. But the nerve must serve the 
will, for we have not made up our mind till we have 
made up our body. No conception but is improved by 
execution. Beethoven composes better for performing. 
Letters are not a nurse of imagination so good as 
nature. We consider memory a mental process. But_ 
it is in every fibre. As I resumed gymnastics, after a 
long interval, my teacher said, How well you recollect ! 
I answered, The muscles have a memorj- of their o 
I attend to my oars scarce more than to m}- lungs, and 
row as easy and unconscious as 1 breathe. Inventiona 
are suggested by and must be verified in things. The 
grandest posture on this continent is not the landing 
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or Coliimbua, or of the Pilgrim Fathers, or throwing 
the tea into Boston Harbor, or signing the Declaration 
of Indcpeodenee, but Franklin temptiug the thunder- 
cloud to prove hia electrical snapicion, and making 
ever}- telegraph-wire and ocean-cable the extension of 
hia kite-string. Vocal or literary expression gets ita 
power from dealing with the actual world. Turning 
iny father's grindstone while he held the sc3the, walk- 
ing barefoot on the stubble-flelds, driving home the 
cows through bolts flashing ft'om the sky and shaking 
the ground was more help to my speech than Primer 
or Bible. Why do some ingenuous thinkers impress us 
80 feebly but that only tbeu- mouth and not their hand 
ia ia their oration, while in every aentence of Crom- 
■well we feel his sword? 

To know how character in the Commonwealth enforces 
this doctrine we need but think of some names ; Wash- 
ington the surveyor, Lincoln the rail-splitter, Clay the 
mill-boy, Webster on the farm, Banks the blacksmith, 
Wilson the shoe-maker, Bontwell the grocer. Grant the 
tanner and teamster, Greeley the printer. Look to 
your laurels, O graduates, lest the mechanics shove you 
from your stools I Hugh Miller, stone-cutter and 
geologist, Shakespeare going from the play-room to the 
quill, not thinking as he stood in the little Globe- 
theatre to shake the globe ; Mrs, Stowe shaping Uncle 
Tom's Cabin amid her own kitchen-distraetiona ; Napo- 
leon, when he handled a mnsket on board the Belle- 
rophon and showed the difference of the Fi-ench and 
English practice, hinting the steps he rose by, prove 
this partnership of hand and mind. Orators thinking 
on their l^s and students finding their ideas in a jolt^ 
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ing-car hint the connection of material with mentfd 
force, A great preacher said his thoughts came to him 
not in liis stndy-chair, but on a brisli walli, or when he 
took hia razor to shave, aa if that carefnl taalj concen- 
trated to the kindling point bis powers. Plaj-ing with 
a pencil enables our conceptions to be liorn. A string 
in the hand promotes the inward crystallizatio 
knew a man, a dull scholar, who, the moment he began 
to handle stocks and certiflcatea, became a great finan- 
cier. Morton, risking ninnler in hia painless extraction 
of the etherized patient's tooth ; Fulton, propelling hia 
boat with steam ; Bigelow, inventing not from theory, 
but the exigeneiea of the factory ; Morse, detecting the 
requisite composition of india-rubber after self-saerifio- 
ing experiments, which Forceythe Wilson said put 
Mother Natui-e out of patience with her seci-et, and 
forced her to say, at last, Take it, my child ; and onr 
other Morse, harnessing the lightning with hia ^ 
not to put a girdle, but send a message round the world 
in forty minutes, are illustrators of the same point how 
application reacts to perfect conception. 

But manua'l cultivation has yet wider bearings on 
every moving question of the day. Take that of 
Woman's Rights. Let her vote : what right has man 
to say whether she shall or not? But what is her vote 
worth save as representing herself, her independent 
share in the common weal. Her vote is her value and 
her virtue ; and what are all three but her hand ? 
hand she has, not to give or throw away, wait for a n 
to take pity on, load with rings, shield from the s 
and hide in a glove, or treat with any fashion or relio 
of barbaric decoration, but put to various wondeTl\il 
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use. Why did the woman hanging out clothes in the 
back-yard heg to be excused for her appearance? The 
sailor, farmer, mason, cahinetr-maker, offers no a])ol- 
ogy! Was a. woman made to be looked at, in a car- 
riage? la she a silkworm's residuary legatee? Shall 
she never leara the little worth of our loud adoratiou? 
Said & beauty of the once many courtiers kneeling at 
her feet, I have emancipated my slaves ! Eat where ia 
the mistress on a plantation, or in a ball-room, when 
her slaves are gone? Ilclpless for, or blushing at hev 
own work? But all human creatures are handsome, 
not idle, but at their stint ; the husbandman in the 
furrow, and the mariner at the main-sheet. I know 
not how I appear preaching ; but I am comely cleaning 
my sidewalk. Production is the test ; to consume more 
than one produces is to steal ; to shirk this law is to 
be dependent, another's tool ; and what does woman's 
subserviency, being a majority of fifty thousand in 
Massachusetts, mean ? There is no sentinel of her 
castle but self-support. Less inclined to grossncss 
than the stronger ses, she will not sell herself for the 
dollar she can earn. Despise not the acquisitiveness 
which is her refuge ! The education is a curse that 
puts notions into her head and no skill into her hand. 
The poor girl goes to school with the rich, and Icama 
to scorn her mother who cannot read, to covet her 
mate's costlier di'ess, and to steer for means of like 
adornment into temptation in the course of study. 
Taught to create value she wonld disarm the tempter. 
1 admired the hunter, on the St. John's, proudly bearing 
his game away when the steward ridiculed his price, 
and told him to eat it himself; and I wish to see every 
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■woman widely free of man's BoUcitatiou oi' contempt, 
knowing that, if we holil nothing so dear as the inHtni- ] 
ment of our pleasure, we hold nothing so cheap at last. 
What my comfort requires commands my money ; and 
education to afford it will be an artillery to sweep 1 
crime and mendicancy fi'om the atreet, till petty com- 
merce cover no more beggary ; soap and engravings, 
books and tin pans, cease to be hawked round "by J 
ragged traders pleading poverty ; the mean merchan- J 
dise fall off froru our entries ; our door-bells rest ft'om j 
the pulla of impertinent and unwelcome supplicants; 
our ears rest JVora grinding musicians, and buyer and ; 
seller meet on the equality of price. For the most I 
part wc make a false distinction of labor and capital. 
Expert labor is capital, liead-])ower through the hands ; 
and money its creature and tool. Can I lecture, sing, 
write, legislate, cure, or keep accounts ? The exchange 
with a millionaire, who may fail, were not in nay favor ! 
Any handicraftsman, artisan or editor, is more secure | 
than speculator or trader. IVoaieu-artists are capital- 
ists. All hail to their Declaration of Independence I 
But ability not to please only but produce will be their 
Fourth of July ; and power to say No, to whoever 
would take them in charge. A great painter smiled at 
some sketches by giila, and said. Women begin, but ,| 
men go on. Why do they stop, as negroes are said to J 
do, in iheir studies? Because they look to marriage, 
which a distinguished man said they were made for? I 
But they cannot all be married. There are i 
enough to go round ! A noble woniau said : The fact \ 
ia there are too many of us I Not so, if your talent 
were brought out. But if some relation with man be | 
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the indispensable support, sustenance for the body ia 
downfall of the soul. The ornament of the family has 
become something else. Mephistojihelea counaels Faust 
to win Margaret by leaving a box of jewels in the 
drawer in her chamber. How often has that gem 
beyond all price of pearls, that diamond of the flrat 
water, a woman's honor, so lost its lustre ! A sailor 
ou the cape, being asked by a purchased lady, why he 
had refused to take her to row, answered. Because you 
have on you gold enough to sink my boat. Earn your 
own living ; for not to contribute is to rob ; the receiver 
ia not only as bad as, but is the thief. Children of the 
rich, making drafts on the accumulations of the past 
to which they do not add, are plundering as much as 
did the soldiers at t!ie sack of Delhi, Some young 
women, who listened to this sentiment, said they never 
fihould cry to hear tbe speaker again. They would cry 
for soothing syrup! They were born, as the Latin 
poet wrote, to devour the fruit. I should be ashamed 
of what I had begot, if it were but to eat an inher- 
itance! Good for tlie betrayer not to have been born? 
The betrayer not of an individual but liis kind is the 
non-producer ; and a man's shame to slight his off- 
spring's industrial training. I feel, said one, as if I 
were little of a father, and as if my children were very 
much a part of their mother ! We talk of neglected 
chddren. Do we know whose and how many? Let 
them strike for freedom, and insult ua with their indi- 
viduality, rather than be underlings of our luxury, 
dissipating their minds with unwholesome novels, and 
their bodies at unhealthy tables, and setting base 
examples to be emulated by those in need. When what 
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one can do, not have done for htm, is the badge of 
nobility, will be the new era for every class. Ten 
thousand "Little Wanderera" in Boston? What a 
satire on a Christian society in the name ! Araba i 
New York, gamins in Paris? Ts'ot for lack of wit 1 
" Shine your shoes ? " said a lad flourishing his brash. 
" Shine your own ! " eaid^the gentleman looking from 
his polished boots to the boy'a dirty brogans. "IwiU, 
sir. if you will pay for it ! " What belter might the 
talent not do, that now carries a blacking-pot through 
the street, or thrusts a newspaper in your face, if, ii 
Napoleon's proverb, to talent we opened the career 
But Niagara weaves, and the river of God runs to ' 

Hand-culture wHl make labor happy. Becaase igno- 
rant it is a drudge. If intelligent, it will be no i 
content In pulpit or senate than shop or field. Un- 
skilled labor strikes. Nobody will ever walk down my 
stone stairway to the sea with more pleasure than the 
Irishman who laid it, or anchor in the raiune with more 
pleasure than the miners who cleared it. Toil need be 
no slave. We must look at the joiner's or plumber's 
bill before we decide whether capital oppresses labor, 
or labor capital. A cai-penter who does one day's work 
in three for fifteen dollars, smokes among the shavings, 
runs off on pleasure-trips, sequesters the refuse lumber, 
and doubles the time of his contracts, has no tyrant to 
employ him if the bills are settled in perfect peace ! 
is well at least for mechanic as merchant to claim I 
dignity for his task. Sometimes he resents your hint I 
because ho thinks he knows his business better thaa I 
you know what you want. We need a weight of will J 



in this great middle class to break the political, rail- 
way and military ring. Material we want in the com- 
mon mind to found an art-miiseum, an International, 
not a party, a republic better than Plato's ; and it can 
come only from h an di workers. There are two oi^ans 
in the brain, Constrnctivenesa and D e struct iven ess. 
Only the first can keep the last under. Satan haa the 
refusal of an idle hand to pick the lock, wreck and rob 
the train and plot all harm. Its training will put down 
morbid fancies and premature passions, nip ingenuities 
of crime and prevent the secret and solitary as well aa 
social vice that rota the constitution in youth. 

Temperance is an office not of law but the band. No 
wonder, amid this ruiu from strong drink, zeal against 
its sale and use is the only fanaticism left 1 Make out 
your police-report of offences ; then scrawl drunkenness 
through the list. Have Prohibitory laws, if they will 
prohibit. But is Suppression of Intemperance enough? 
Do we but drive the disease in? Does rum suppressed 
break out opium? Shall law wrench from the German 
his beer, and leave the Yankee his cider, and the fine 
lady ber cologne ? Shall we break the glass, and shall 
not the pipe go next ; or where shall a sumptuary law 
stop? Succeed to shut the dram-shop, quench the dis- 
tillery, forbid the imported liquor ; drink from the 
grape's natural wine-skin ; put, as Father Taylor said, 
all the alcohol in a cave and toU a planet to the door ; 
yet the appetite nnslain and unsubdued, an evil angel 
clad in no white raiment, with horrid resurrection from 
the dead will roll the stone away from its sepulchre and 
sil upon it to mock your pains. Sobriety will prevail 
when labor gaining knowledge ceases to be irksome, is 
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rifl of its ban, loses its load in deliglit, makes the welkin 
ring witli its voice, and is not pnslied into extreme 
efforts or CKceasive honrs. It. will no more greedily 
crave the smother of brandy my wnod-sawycr begged 
instead of the peaches I offered, on a hot day. We 
take the consequences of liberty. What men want tliey 
will have. Our business is to make them want what is 
good, as the Greek sage said he was temperate because 
he followed his desires. To labor is to pray ; and it 
will be to enjoy, on the arrival of true work with Indus- 
trial Education by t!ie same train. 

Health will be a passenger too. The soul working 
long alone is an active poison, as Novalia said; too 
few hours of exercise worse than too many. We slight 
this whole shop of tools in our natural frame, and then 
take the loose and rusty machine, it becomes, to the 
gj-ranasium or lifting-cure to recover its use with super- 
fluous expenditure of power like steam blown to waste 
in the air. I remomber Dr. Wayland's benevolent hnmor 
about races and regattas, skating and jumping to re- 
store one's tone, and the smile with which he would 
cry. Productive Labor, as he came in dripping from his 
garden and orchard to change his dress for his desk. 
Do people, who direct their servants to take out un- 
driven horses, that pine in the bam, for exercise on the 
road, reflect on their own condition? We save ordure 
and cast vitality away. The wild transport of the 
recess, the college-enervation of students from the farm, 
the stretching and yawning, after too much of one pos- 
ture, accent the voice of abused nature. Use of every 
power is the ounce of prevention worth a pound of cure. 

Industrial Education bears how directly on wealth. 
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What a bee-bive it would make the State ! What a 
beaver-dam it did make of Holland, whose work Dar- 
win elionld quote in proof of animal descent. Social 
Bcitmce ia exploding the sentimental superstition of 
poverty as a boon. There will be no more profeaaora 
of it in the Romish Chnrch ! Riches are bonds to keep 
the peace. But that they were so heavy, what consid- 
erations bestde couki in more than one crisis, such as 
of the sloop Caroline, North-East boundary, and the 
Alabama Claims, have availed to prevent war with 
England? How instmctive the case now of those 
thrifty Rnssian Meunonitcs, like the old Quakers beg- 
ging for a home in any land that wUl exempt them from 
militarj- service, but no nation, save onr», so little expec- 
tant of quarrels or involved in dispute as to dare bid 
them come ! The North was loth to flght because dil- 
igent and prosperous ; the South willing because lazy 
and poor. Wealth is a stirring and sensitive ant-hill 
for the hoof of battle to crush, England ia not the 
coward she is called for waiving once and again her 
light to interfere in Eureopcan complications; rather 
like the traveller in Scott's novel not liking to trust 
Hob Roy near his heavy [xirtmanteau. What spend- 
tlirilts are standing armies ! Stop needless leaks, and 
how the cistern of every public treasury would overflow I 
The three curses of the South, said a Judge in Georgia, 
are rol^gut whiskey, pork and tobacco ; and how they 
go along with quarrelsome habits and the trailing of 
giios ! Diligence and temperance will banish want and 
woe. The increase of value by skill has been shown 
by the comparative price of a pound of iron as crude 
metal, nails, needles and watch-springs. But what is 
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added to pigmeots by the brash? Turner can make 
bis picture worth more than the thing ; merchantable 
when wharf and ship have dropped in dust and decay, 
bis surface solid and his suhject a I'uin. Rubens iotro- 
ducos Ilia wife in a painting into kings' galleries. 
Raphael converts a woman from the street into Ma- 
donna, Mother of God for worship ; and on the cold 
canvas what warm kisses and tender touches in old 
Italian cathedrals I have seen lavished I The language 
of art is a translation of things. Some philosophers 
say we must think in words ; but, in whatever symbols, 
let na think things ; think the sun, moon, man, woman, 
not those arbitrary terms wo converse about them with. 
Verbiage is the fault of onr education. We teach a 
child to name a thing to half a dozen languages, ancient 
and modern, before he knows the thing. First the 
tiling, then the sign is the logical order, which we re- 
verse. The living creatures passed before Adam and 
be named them ; but we get tbe names and hunt atter 
the living creatures, or suppose we know what we never 
saw. This is the argument for natural science against 
philology and metaphysics, that denominations become 
barren without acquaintance with fact, and ve^uc des- 
ignations wander divorced from experience in our 
speech ; as students go through college and talk of the 
electric fluid without ever feeling the electric shock. 
In the village, children are shut up in a scbool-room as 
the place whore knowledge is caught and confined for 
them to got. Near by is the record of the tremendous 
hammer that has pounded the hills into boulders, peb- 
bles, gravel, sand ; of the old ice-cap, mother eaith 
wore on her head for a million years, melting with cli- 




THADilNO. 173 

matic cliaoge ; of tlie sea j-oUing back from the land 
and pursued by rivers through the hollows it deserts ; 
of cakes of frost as vessels bearing cargoes of stone to 
scatter along the shore; of the molten trap jutting 
through the granite and the granite again through the 
trap ; of scratches from pre-Adamite avalanches on pri- 
meval rock. But the little human Adam is never taken 
to this show, knows not what a theatre, bigger than his 
little stage with a green curtain, he is always in ; un- 
derstands not the compass and cannot tell the North 
Star. Science dbubtless has its superficial technic and 
conceit, as Heine says there arc those who fancy they 
know al! about the bird because they saw the egg-shell 
it came from. Tet its revolt against oiir scholastic ter- 
minology, as chafTy food, is not without cause ; and it 
is one reason for giving the English language a larger 
place in the classical course, that a thorough study of 
our mother-tongue will keep us closer to Nature, to 
things and thoughts. 

But are not the scientific explorers materialists ; and 
do we not owe the present irruption of materialism, to 
overwhelm sentiment and enthrone the senses over the 
intuitions, to their inordinate zeal? I answer, it is the 
human senses they employ, that carry an intelligence 
and purpose for which matter cannot account. The 
eye, ear, touch of many a brute are just as quick. But 
of their senses what does beast or bird make? No 
plan of creation, classification of objects, notion of 
their own origin or guess at their fate. Despite Kep- 
ler and Coiurabus, what is the earth to them still but a 
flat surface, a leafy covert, a grazing-ground, a fish- 
pond, never so mach as Hamlet's " foul and pestilent 
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congregation of vapors." Wliat to them ia gravity, 
magnetism, music? When did they see Siriua, send a. 
telegraph-despatch, or make up a weather-report? 
Ttiey have no conclave of worltera, to cut and polish a 
lens to search into space, whose objects they do not 
cling to, nor fear into its bottomless gulf to fall. But 
liow much moi-o than all this the human senses do, 
with causality, curiosity, and a conviction of the unity 
of the universe to help ! All hail to the material 
science, whose door of sense opens into spirit, and 
whose mortal steps lead to immoi'tality ; whose resur- 
rection is of no one dead body, Laaarus or Jesua, bnt 
myriads into loftier forms ; in whose " chariot of fire " 
go up ten thousand Elijahs j while this earth of clod 
and stone, she flings in our face, dissolves into pure 
force, and becomes an exhaling drop of dew before 
that Immense Determination whence all starts and 
wherein all ends, not to be lost but live forever. 

About destiny wise men will not dispute. Argu- 
ment is fall from grace. I will not put on the power, 
that made me, the slight of a doubt. If we are phan- 
toms, extemporized for this little play, it is phantom 
too. No destiny is no deity ! To priestly inquiry 
after the prospect of liis aoul, the dying Heine an- 
swered : Gkid will pardon m.e; that ia kis buaineaa! 
Somethiug more than wanton, even sublime is the 
Bohemian reply iVom a conception which turned ex- 
treme unction into a sham. With us all, the fearless 
and unselfish moments are moments of failh. At times, 
uuselfed, we see the glory that waits ; and, though we lose 
the exaltation, cannot forget that we saw. Meantime, 
as investigation goes on, quarrel abates and the folly of 




TRMHIKG. 175 

excluBiyeness appears. Idealist and materialist would 
benefit tiieir congi'egatlons by an exchange of pulpits ! 
Browning could preach the best aermon of matter, and 
Husley of mind. 

But ia not hand-work a neceBsity and curse, of which 
machinery will take the place? What shall make the 
machine? It was thought the iron-horse would super- 
sede the dray-horae ; but more are needed and bred 
than before ; and tools seem but to refine and multiply 
the functions of this chief one that fashions them aU, 
and has its patent of nobility in its deeds. I heard an 
artist maintain that the hand is the most expreesive 
part of the frame. The word Aandsome hints its 
charm. There is a hand that has in it no heart, that 
is a claw or paw, a flipper or fin, a bit of wet cloth to 
take hold of, a piece of unbaked dough on the cook's 
trencher, a cold, clammy thing we recoil from ; or 
greedy clutch with the heat of aiu, which we drop as a 
burning coal. What a scale, from the talon to the horn 
of plenty, in this human palm-leaf! Sometimes it is 
what a knife-shaped, thin-bladed tool we dare not 
gi'aap, or like a poisonous thing we shake oS", or un- 
clean member, which, white as it may look, we feel 
polluted by ! A woman, who now sings among tlie 
seraphs, told me she never, from courtesy, had to 
touch a certain man's hand, without going afterwards 
to wash her own ! What is the matter with j'our hand 
when youth or maiden drops it so quick? Many a 
lady's soft hand gives a less pleasant sensation than 
the laborer's horny one, though hers never had done 
any hard work : so moral is flesh itself. A well-used 
hand is the healer of sin or sorrow. When the bereft 
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woman asked, What shaB I do ? Work, was the reply. 
Doing is indeed our defence. 

From Indnstrial Education will come the community. 
There is none now. What we call the community is a 
cage Bucb as the great tamer kept various animals as 
armed neutrals in, naming them the Happy Family. 
Our peace is a truce. Society ia a series of planes, 
less united by any circulating element thao the plates 
in a galvanic battery. We touch but at points. When 
the noble New-Euglanrt preacher, who saved California 
to the Union, was referred to in a fashionable circle, 
one said, I never before heard his name. Napoleon 
said, There are cellars in Paris where I am not known, 
and have never been heard of. Go into places out of 
the way, vessels, ship-yards, wharves, railway stations, 
in your undi'css and without companions, to mix with 
all you meet, and you will have revelations of buraan 
nature ! Would the omnibus driver, had he known I 
just camo from a funeral, not have kept a civil tongue 
in hia head? Would the boys I inquired the way of, 
have been so saucy to their own minister? Did not 
the lad take me from the dusty road so humanely into 
his chaise because he was happ3-, going to court a girl, 
as he said, and therefore ready to be kind to any com- 
mon creature? Would the carriage-merchant have 
doubted whether he could even tell me bis prices, if ho 
had suspected my pecuniary responsibility? These 
gulfs between what we call classes are measures of 
sin. By the sharpness of the lines between divers 
orders we may reckon our distance iVom the perfect 
state. Common education, to create value, will be 
true fellowship. Shall it be compulsory? Why not 
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the republic require competency in the citizen, whose 
mind cannot be unfolded without his hand ? What a 
relish its practice would give to study, while a child 
must have the largest organ ol" language, Combe of 
Spnrzheim ever aaw, to care for descriptions of what 
he never beheld and cannot conceive. He that can 
Bketch on object with a pencil, understands it bett«r 
than he who but recites all its titles in every tribe 
under the sun; and Goethe, who knew all, in the 
apprentice-system in Wilhelm Meister, foreshadowed 
what the German Fatlier-land is first to'try. 

But shall we have school-houses combined with 
shops? Perhaps we perceive not in what small com- 
pass the means for modelling, moulding, drawing, 
building, and machine-making may be brought ; or 
what wide scope, to select and sift; the talents, we 
should open for choice. Possibly wo have yet to learn 
what education is, beyond a series of taslis in sentences 
and mathematical figures. Was Horatio Grecnough edu- 
cated, when glued to the bencii for a Latin recitation, 
or loth to demonstrate the sum of degrees in a triangle ; 
and not when he picked up a piece of plaster in the 
street to carve the head of a R(»man emperor? A boy, 
who went fifty years ago to fit for college, could not 
take in the Greek grammar, but showed his talent to 
be an engineer as he came home to put a water-wheel 
in every brook. Lead your pupils wherever Nature's 
finger points to the study of fliiugs ! Michelet says a 
man always clears his mind hy doing something well 
with his band. The world lies before us, the subject 
of onr ex])eriment ; but not n tithe of it touched. Our 
cursory look at anything is not like that of the artist who 
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proposes to ropreseot it. I kcew what mountain meaut 
after mounting tlie Wengecn Alp, and what a river waa 
wlaeu I liart followed the course and waded in the bed 
of the Androscoggin. Why not take a lesson from the 
creature we would give one to, so inquisitive not of 
words, but things, wanting to handle cverj'thing, from 
dirt and gravel, bugs and worms, to the moon and 
stars? Candidates for degrees are examined; 
suggest a Board of little boys and girls, such as I took 
in my boat, from whose shower of questions about the 
birds, crabs, sea-weed, gray rats that ran from the stone 
wharf, or green stems that gi*ew from the ereviee, 
wont baek to read my book of philosophy and write my. 
sermon with a sense of I'elief ! But we any Hush! lil> 
tie jjcople should be seen and not heard, with a sort of 
sonl-murder quenching the spirit of curiosity, when 
their queries put our acquisitions of knowledge or char- 
acter to the test. So thej' grow up after and like n 
without chemistry enough to cook a meal, or skill to 
row a boat or harness a horse in haste for the doctor, 
or knowledge to restore one from fainting or hold the 
blood in an artery, or suck poison from the bite of a 
reptile, or rescue any mortal in body or soul. Let 
them inherit and improve an educated hand, not like 
the show-pipe on an organ, but a most miraculous 
organ itself! Abraham Lincoln, born to hew and draw, 
sink an axe in a log deeper than any other man, and 
fight off the roughs from his flat-boat in the Mississippi, 
educated his hand for the helm of state, and to sign 
the great Proclamation of Freedom in which the Decla- 
ration of Independence was complete. From tending 
sheep he came to shepherd the crowd of Disunited States, 
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to subdue political rams and encourage the timid flock, 
kee|) them together and get them along, lead the terri- 
tories ready to bring forth, and bear the weak Borders 
as lambs in bis bosom ; with a pull from the heart- 
stj'ings on his pen above any tug at the plough-tail or 
mainsail, and a crash about this civil Samson's shoul- 
ders louder than of any Dagon or temple at Gaza ; and 
a speech over the soldiers' graves that cast into the 
shade all clnssic rhetoric. Let him teach us to culti- 
vate the baud, which we must have, before we can lend. 
When the iniquitous law hunted for the fugitive slave, 
it was, in yonder village, the hand of a graduate of 
the hammer and plane that took him ragged, wayworn, 
and wet, not only into his house, but his own bed, 
with a benediction sweet as heaven's, to win a love, 
great as for wife or cliild, from the bondsman to the 
Iwnofactor whose hand had been to him as the hand of 
God. When the pilot, Paul Elson, makes a raft to 
carry off crew and passengers from the foundering ship, 
and swims after to recover those swept away, till he 
liimself sinks exhausted inthewaves; — no, nothe, only 
Lis body sanls, — to be survived bj- those he had saved, 
what will you quote more beautiful of Moses or Jesus, 
as if aught bettor in any sacred story could ho? When 
a young girl, seeing a child ready to be run over by a 
drunken driver, springs in front of the cart, seizes the 
bridle at the bit, and forces the horse hack on his 
haunches, standing an angel of deliverance between 
life aud a vision of sudden death, who of either sex 
will not envy and emulate such trained ability, as well 
aa disposition to act ? 

" True htarl nuil faithful linuil ! " 



Covet not the wiugs of angels till you have found the 
use of the hamls, wliich can do more than any pinions ! 
Let 118 not think to plume ourselves ; cherub and seraph 
may be good for a figure, but impossible in fact. The 
organ hereafter will lie something finer, yet correspond- 
ing to the hand which is our seal of honor here. 
' But hold no narrow notion what it is to do I Men 
must be handled in a battle or the mill, aa well as tools ; 
and there is a hand of the mind which we call the will. 
Outward stir is not labor, nor the gross i-esuit its gauge. 
No measure more false than manna! toil. If Jesus 
worked on the bench when ho was a boy, he did more 
in bulk, but how much less in amount than when he 
talked in Galilee and Samaria, though I doubt not his 
caipentry had its share in Jiis tongue ; yet what insignifi- 
cant figure, in the sum, the boards, nails and boxes ho 
planed and drove and made I Ilia vision ivas action ; 
his beholding his hold on history, and hia sutfering 
doing, more than rubbing the ears of corn, casting the 
net, or helping draw water IVom Jacob's well. Hia 
sweat in the garden was from a sorer stint than in any 
July meadow ; it being easier to exert our will than 
to give it np by marvoUona effort of will within, and to 
check the iron wheels, than put on the brakes of 
patience. At first, certain female reformers spoke as 
inspired; afterwards, they appeared with the nation's 
weight on their shoulders, and God stepped out! 
Labor is confined, not defined by muscular force. Its 
grace has more mouths than the Nile to empty by. So 
many men, so many hands ; but they are good hands 
or poor, according to their conscience and intelligence. , 
The hand of Turner, Thorwaklsen or Ilubinsteiu to 
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hare its valae measnred lite a trench-digger's by the 
clock? What is in the hand, lead or gold? It is a 
bare vessel ; the contents are all ! One player ia 
a gambler on his inatrument, another a revealer ; the 
hand wc move becomea another hand when God moves 
it, as the wheel driven by steam, or a head of water 
does more tJian that turned by a crank. " Excuse my 
glove ! " What better is it than the kid or goat 
or calf aa a. good emblem you hide it in? How much 
less worth than the stones and rings yon load and cut 
your flesh with ! When peace means avarice and 
hypocrisy, the ateel gauntlet is preferable to the velvet 
cuff. There are actora not on the atage, yet playing 
a part with their hands wherever they go, every motion 
a pretence, every gesture a lie ; and good and brave 
waa it, when on the platform once in Faneuil Hall, 
a sincere man refused to take a sycophant's hand. We 
can afford to let the dramatic entertainment go on, 
which sellsh artifice makes the world a theatre for, if 
we deal frankly at each encounter. Let us not only 
direct, but discipline our hands ; our main busiueas 
right enterprise and just restraint. We Yankees so 
love to finger, that Hands off is the placard at the 
store and Fair, and warnings not to touch the pic- 
tures posted in the galleries ; as if it were muscular 
and not ocular detection of beauty in canvas or stone. 
But ia there nothing to keep hands off but a picture 
or a peach? To touch the painted Madonna or statue 
of Apollo were a trifle, to rude and unapostolic laying 
of hands on a human being 1 The boxer hits from the 
shoulder ; but combativenoss subtly reaches down and 
oozes through the finger-tips, as more of the electric 
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fluid etreatns and tingles through its conductors than 
startles ns with any shock. My lightning-rod draws 
more silently from the air than i'rora an3- tempest ! We 
are chunBcl9,or suction-pipes and forcing-pumps, all the 
valves opening one way, as certain persona are suckers 
upon us, in vulgar speech. I have no right, said Dr. 
Wayland, to lay lay hand on your shoulder ; but that 
hand gave more than it took ! We are at peace, said a 
countryman, in our house, because we keep two bears, 
bear and forbear; but if, as the poet tells us, it ia for- 
bearance not to pluck the wayside flower as we pass, 
are there not flowers of innocence and living beauty to 
spare? and, as the old Jews purged themselves with 
religions ritea, do wc not need more than ceremonial 
purifying for ever}- relation of life? This real baptism 
will serve better than any poring over the plague of our 
own heart ; and the worth of work is to express and 
promote a state of mind. It has been said of certain 
fair neutrals and ciphers that, though they add not to 
the common wealth, they contribute themselves, and 
" beautj- is its own excuse for being ; " to be looked at 
and admired at table, in a coach, or at a party, though, 
like the lawyers Jesus reproved, they lift not a finger. 
But was woman ever more splendid at a dance than she 
who saved the two youths from drowning on the beach? 
The Concord preacher, who was '• good at a fire," could 
not have been more gi'aceful in the desk. A weak mem- 
ber, like a cake unturned, that cannot move a chair, wash 
a robe, carry a child over the stream, or bear furniture 
from the flames, is none such as Ilagar, when cast out 
with Isaac, had ; but despicable and not worth a cent. 
However held up and displayed with gewgaws, it is not 
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desGrving of acceptance in marriage, or counted a fit 
sabject bj" any aitist. How many alive, like some in 
pictures, know not what to do with their hands ! Froui 
Tfliom but One whose hand was never shortened do 
■we derive, as one spring connects with another under 
ground, and a chain of water runs iVom Superior to the 
eea? 

The motto is, Ben'ice. Not for myself, but for you ! 
Can I say a word to teach, lighten a burden, or heal a 
■wound, fol! the stone from the sepulchre or unbui'j- 
affections long dead, lift the pall from some dear one's 
coffin or keep it from settling on your own ; convince 
you that the shroud is nothing to you, as Socrates told 
his friend they might do what funeral piety they 
pleased if they could catch him after the breath was 
gone ; then that is what I am for, and myself is my 
sacrifice. True communism or intern at ion ality is not 
to stop work because another profession gets more than 
mine, or to beat my brother in the same calling becauae 
he will not stand out witli me for higher wages, or to 
gradge him his better pay for a cheaper article ; for the 
commission to work is for its proceeds not to my purse, 
but my kind ; and, live high or low, let me bring all 
tiie lioney I find to the hive till I die. To make hu- 
manity the means, instead of end, of our ambition, is 
to blaspheme that Holy Ghost whose worship in the 
beauty of holiness is better than the daily offering at 
tlie Hebrew slirine, for it is an imitation of God. " I 
am that I am," But he is too what he becomes. The 
universe is himself produced. He is no eternal monot- 
ony, but versatility of benefit bcyonil al! scientific ken. 
ChriBtianity ia but the cloth of one pattern which 
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his mercy wears. All is material for iis, to build a 
den or temple, a house or tomb. Rut the sweat of 
huniano Inbor canies off impuritiea not of the body 
only, but the soul. Planning for your race will occupy 
j-our time without newspaper or book ; but all will be 
tragedy on earth while man is so cheap, and the finan- 
cier hunts through the day for the. lost cent in hia 
columns, and the human fraction is of no account. No 
pure felicity is our lot : 

"Evil and Good before liini staLiUI" 

The artist, whose attention I called to a brilliant scoiie 
for his pencil, said, " There are no shadows, and it will 
not do;" and the shadows round our mortality have 
their charm in the great limner's canvas. But let the 
substance be solid and soucd ! Work tte claj' out of 
our compositiou, we will say ; for as refuse in the body, 
not eliminated through the perspiring pores, becomes 
fever, palsy, congestion and cancer, so an idle unprof- 
itable life Bufflces to generate ill humor and waste good 
temper. The father who said he had kept hia son to 
the grindstone, rated not too high the value of dil- 
igence. 

Training implies indoctrination. We hear of children, 
without prejudice, forming their own opinions ! Such 
independence, if possible, were a curse. Thought is 
transmitted like blood. They must share our circula- 
tions and be set in mid current of the best ideas of the 
time. Growth in mind or matter is the law. What is 
not garden will bo tangled wilderness and swamp. 
Wise was the Jews' telling their sons God's ways and 
laws ; for truth is no indlviduai iroasession but a tra- 
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ditioD, not hid bat transmitted, cleansed and enriciied as 
it goes ; tbe human brain it is strained through refined 
and enlarged from it a3 with increments of a crystal. Tiie 
head meliorates in a bee or bird ; why not in an African 
or CMneBe? With all our pioneering, we must, lilce 
Alpine travellers, hang together. A footpath is better 
through the forest than breaking one's own track. How 
we praise a good road I Such should a church or con- 
stitution be. Whj- despise customs and institntions, 
which are but moral railways ? Some new question of 
improvement is always on hand, like teaching the sexes 
together ; for change is in order. Only see to it that, 
in this human train, the coupling do not break. 




WE all proceed on some theory of the world, 
either as a,n eternal substance of matter, an 
unfolding of invisible atoms from below, or a projec- 
tion, like the precipitate of a transparent eolntion IVom 
above. The Bis days' creation, aa labor reckons time, 
or as enormous periods, is exploded if only because s. 
day, anywise construed, is what we want an onder- 
standiog and account of; for what is a day but the 
lighted room which all these shows of heaven and earth 
appear in? The scientist brings his report of facts, 
and laws they fall under ; but the learned creature doea 
not include himself in his catalogue, and coolly takes 
for granted what we are most curious about. 



cries Miranda, of Ferdinand, who in turn thinks her 
the goddess of the island. Her qoestion, " Wliat is't?" 
must be solved somehow, and we inuat be sure of the 
witness before we accept the testimony. We can 
rest in no idea but of infinity taking form, the idea of 
Job. " Lo, these are the Border of thy works, but the 
(186) 



POBITS. 187 

tliander of thy power who can nnderstand ? " The 
notion of evolution, while we are thoughtless of in- 
volution or anything to evolve and care but for what 
comes to the surface as the foam of this everlasting 
deep, is ignorance but one remove from the bnite's. 
The sou! is satisfied only with the unfathomable life of 
which every manifestatioD is some figure ; and we are 
confirmed by the study that drives death everywhere 
out, finding instead of that phantom only liviog force, 
of which shape and color are the decoration and dress. 
What right to this idea, asks the materialist, and 
the metapbyeieian joins hands in his cross-examination. 
But ideas exist prior to the sun and moon, and do not 
submit to question on any logical rack. It is no indi- 
vidual whose title is interrogated, but the human mind ; 
and the trial must be had in every tongue, there being 
no language above pure barbarism and the beast, but 
has the terms that stand for the eternal and immense. 
In a fight with human speech in all its sounds and lex- 
icons, philosophy ranst have the worst. Tlie least 
attempt at acquaintance with myself shows me the 
r door out of all finite particulars, and compels me to 

\ eay, — Before Abraham was I am ; and I was loved of 

L God before the foundation of the world. The investi- 
H gator who steps with phenomena and his nice arrange- 
H ments as a sutQcieut explanation, further than which 
H there is no need tfl go, is as a man who wishes no ex- 
H position of himself beyond the family Bilile or register 
H of the town. Doubtless I was born in wedlock ; the 
H date is correct, and my surname no mistake ; there is 
P Bome resemblance of featmres to those b}' whom I was 

I liegot and conceived ; certain traits of talent and di»- 
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position mn in tlie blood, and I am an instrumeiit t 
a particular pattern in tbe grand orchestra of manliind J 
But, as Miranda eaj'S, "'Tis a spirit;" and that i 
what no almanac can measure and do cradle contaiuvl 
It is absurd to suppose any mortal beginning of it o 
end in death. Through all familiarity with raysel^H 
grows my surprise, and I must push my esplanatioDsT 
gently, and in my interior motions balance myself''! 
carefully with outward things in order to preserva 
reason and keep sanity in this cracking and cromlaliiig 
clay. 

I have not got tbe dimensions of my nature, as of 
tbe garments I wear or house I build. The vein, I mine, I 
runs and widens out of sight. I can fit my child's 1 
foot with a shoe, but not him with any speculation J 
I weave, I see a great genius in music, painting c 
poetry borled lilie a new celestial body into the i 
maraent, to sing and send down melodies never heai 
before from the upper chime and to sketch on a bit o 
paper what no visible scene suggests, and then with.*! 
drawn in a moment as a flaming comet slides out of ■ 
sight ; and of its origin or onward track what has 
genealogy to say, save to wonder in some case, like 
the Christ, if it could have grown on the family-tree I 
Is it but a form, like a bubble blown but to break, or t 
an informing essence no chance can make or i 
All matter tiUTis to motion, and motion to heat, and'.l 
beat to force ; and force to will, and will to thought^fl 
enacted, and thought to will reflected; and if iDjJ 
loving and tbiul^ing in this wondrous but not viciousi 
circle be not abiding power, to me there ia none>^ 
Change ia not destnicljon, but transfer, in a wave t 



bnrBta or a wind that lulls, in a. leaf that pats forth or 
withers away ; in birth, no more and in death no less. 
Decaying wood pasacB into liehen and moss ; the coal 
is part of the sun alike in the qnarry and the grate ; 
and the same luminary uses the same air-currents, to 
burn at the tropic and freeze at the pole, and has for 
its equal offspring the snow and the rain. The fish we 
cannot eat is phosphoroBCcut, and the punk we cannot 
Carre is nearer than the green tree to fire ; — are we in 
our dissolution more akin, than in verdant youth, to the 
celestial spark? All is trivial if but finite stuff mounting 
to nonentitj' ; all is dignity, if everj' fiittiiig phenomenon 
be some ghost of being without bound. There is a 
poem in which a gi-ass-blade pleads its case as a 
homelj' sister against the pomp of the gorgeous rose, 
whose splendor is only a different dress ; notliing ao 
Bmall but with its share of measureless gloiy, and that 
is done to the greatest, which we do to the least. 

That there is any nothing, but spirit, is empty conceit. 
Some of the sailors of Columbus imagined, in the long 
Westward course, there was no end of sea, and insisted 
on turning back before they were lost in the waste. 
But there is no waste of nature to be lost in. " Out, 
brief candle?" It is out into itself again, its equiv- 
alent in some other form ; and there is no annibilatioa 
of the flame of life. The bottomless space, unstirred 
with any consciousness, were a ghastly tomb ; but, as 
the room an infinite vitality inhabits, works in and con- 
tains, it is a manifold mansionrj-. That the earth was 
ever " without form and void" will answer for a fable 
of the fancy, but is neither poetry nor truth ; form clings 
to creation closer than a shadow, and there is no void. 
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Not decease but change is the universal law. A witt 
clergyman said when he considered the faces ii 
gregation, with features departing from the line oCm 
bcanty so many ways, the eyes too near or wide apart,£ 
the ears too long or loose, the mouth uneven or thej 
countenance unequally bisected by the nose, he 1 
great comfort in the apostolic declaration that we s 
all be changed ! But Paul delivered indeed a sublimtfl 
eternal decree, of which all science is the handmaitl.^ 
We are so used to being that we lay out our wonder 0D>;J 
continuance. But being and not continuance i; 
marvel ; and cessation is bej'ond possibility or rational 
belief. I am amazed at myself as a- maa, but shall be 
less so as an angel with wbatever new sense or faculty 
or provision for other journey ; for not any outfit is my j 
surprise, but the willing power in me, the Are and loco^J 
motive of the soul, be the road I take and sceries I rids^ 
through what they may ; and it is no wise or pro 
found, but cheap and commonplace conclusion that] 
there is no more road for travel because I stop at* 
way-station or am switched off iVom the main tradL.'l 
If there is to be, scientist, any destruction, let it bsj 
some of the force you talk of; let it be a beamof lighSij 
ray of heat, drop of the electric or magnetic current,*! 
before we go to heart and thought ! Let gravitatioiKB 
be interrupted and not the tendency to the troth ; le^M 
the system of the sky be suspended, not the wisdom otM 
society ; let the North Star and not justice drop lW)ia!B 
its post ; let the sun stand still on Oibeon, but not the 
goodness that traverses the circuit of nature and b!aze« % 
in the human breast ! 
It is not strange that men in all time and every sort I 
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of religion have found it bo hard to conceive of any ter- 
mination and have universally held to transformation 
even when they knew not enough to aee in its types 
natural processes. From migration of the bu-da they 
have gone to transmigration of the soul, not stumbling 
at the ditficult;-, our materialists cannot get over, of 
extricating it fi'om the body ; for the veracious instinct 
haa not suffered them, with ancient sciolism or modern 
conceit, to hold flesh as the substance and mind the 
accident, one of the properties of matter ; but matter 
rather as " the frail and weary weed of mortality that 
clothes us " in time. Transfiguration of a prophet, 
Jesus on the moiintaiu? All is transfiguration; but 
what is transfigured? Tell of perdition? There is and 
can be none I Talk of being confounded with Deity? 
No such confusion ! As the schoolmen say an atom 
cannot be crushed, this fiery particle in ua cannot be 
quenched ; for this curions primordial creature, which 
I am, once in and aware of itself, is sure that the es- 
sence which ia its constitution is to be disposed of only 
by being somehow preserved. 

All our associations and affections so hang round 
some visible or imagined form, that even the Lord is a 
man, and Bishop Butler can expound the love of God 
only by a boundless increase of our regard for the good 
of human kind. Finding how the soul feeds on form, 
and without it would starve, beside natural we invent 
artificial forms or put on the natural a peculiar stamp 
as on coin from the mint, that we may have a sort of 
holy money current to pass for religious faith and loy- 
alty, a legal tender in the kingdom not of this world ; 
and the loftiest ecorner of ceremony is not quite inde- 



pendent of this meaniog. For though there be nofl 
refuge tike thought, which we retreat to from all disapafl 
pointments and wounds, we live largely in sentiment, .■ 
and sentimeot craves attachment like a creeper. It iftj 
the vine that raakes porch, of house and temple, beaa»f 
tiful. One art, that of music, the express oi^an of! 
feeling, at once emancipates from outward leanings, t 
float us in its wa^'es of sound above ritual, and make.l 
hearing a substitute for sight. A divine composition! 
is a delicious dissatisfaction with this world. It !&■ 
shame at all we are or have been. It is a descent ancLl 
hint of heaven to convey what we never saw or exp&>4 
rienced, and an Elijah's chariot to go up without death.f 
It is resolution to a better life, worthy of the fVienda &t^ 
our side or dear ones whom it glorifies with invisible 
revealing and impalpable touch, A musician cannot 
be an infidel though a metaphysician may ; and when 
we are in the musical state ordinances are vain. Kow- | 
ing on the open sea I heard a soft mellow breathing,] 
that came and went ; and, looking from my oars, saw I 
a porpoise rolling in the brine. How it refreshed him ' 
to rise from the gross water, he inhabited, and get an 
inspiration from the air ! We live in two elements. 
When in the upper one we straightway expect more of 
others and demand more of ourselves. We are moi-J 
tiSed at the facts of our existence and esteem all coiKg 
dact mean. Observances then are needless ; the pare < 
ether ia enough for the time. But we cannot abide on 
the mount. There are no tabernacles ! We might aB 
well pitch a tent on Toneriffe to stay all the j-ear round. 
We must come down from spiritual vision and antici- , 
pation, to out journey and our task ; to shake bands I 
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and Bay, good-morning, to our fellow-travellers and 
fellow-toilera and to all the decent conventions bj which 
we can understand and get along with one another, in 
religion, government and social life. But let ns bring 
the elevation with U3, have some light of the trans- 
figuration cleave to our garments, and not, like Peter, 
leave the fine emotion at the top. For what do we 
meet and worship but to embody the unspotted beautj- 
and clearer equity? Forms are but vessels ; they will 
have that in them which we pour out from our heart. 
Let the free-thinker, to whom they appear confining and 
close, remember that the slender vials are corked to 
hold precious essences and odors. Culture may take 
the place of conventionality. It is noticed that schol- 
ars and artists, as a class, care not for preaching. 
They are willing tbat poor ministers and superstitions 
priests should admire and purchase their pictures and 
books. But an artist said : I get nothing (Vom these 
fellows that write and read aloud their transcendental 
essays. How when they praise his landscape or por- 
trait? Be devoted to your specialty ; but this nar- 
rowness that cannot look or pass beyond its lines, is 
meaner than fighting ; for soldiers exchange on opposite 
sides, tokens of good-will when not engaged in conflict. 
It is no more worthy of respect than the despised close 
communion at a Baptist table. Surely the arts as well 
as the sciences have a common bond ; and, as thorough 
information is the well-understood basis of excellence 
in any department, he will be a less noble painter or 
Bculptor who ia that alone. 

There are dawninga of eternal ideas on the soul bo 
much more glorious than forms that these are apt to 
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the created ^1 



eocoontcr intellectual coDtcmpt ; and evcrj' fl 
mocked by the ever-shifting scenery of the c 
scene. An accredited form is modest as a bank-bill, 
and has as many uses. Its range stops not short of 
the grandest motives and deepest wants. A certain 
stability is needful in the universal flux. Friendship 
is delightl\il, thought is consoling, nature is beaatifnl ; 
but a welt-ordered state is convenient, to prevent inter- 
ference, hnsh altercation, reconcile misunderstand ings 
and arrange disputed bounds. We have two appeals j 
to our own reflections and to CiEsar ; the civil estab^ j 
lishment or law. Let us as often as we may employ I 
the first. Wo love our kind ; but individuals are lees | 
to be relied on than is Beason in her roomy court and 1 
with her dry and steadfast light. When the wind ' 
with you is west, how I enjoy your atmosphere ; 
how chilly the easterly turn which the climate of so | 
few people is quite without ! A late traveller tells of 
an island in the Pacific Sea where the air is such balm 
th^t pulmonary consumption cannot go on. That ' 
island is no man and no woman I No mortal has 
breathed, on whose geniality some qualiflcatton must 
not be put. Even Jesus ia criticised as having, witli 
bis all but perfect sweetness and light, some heady 
Hebrew inheritance in his blood. But there is a 
refuge, of musing, in every bosom without taint, 
as ID certain spots of Oregon and Minnesota purity 
withstands decay. Of this qualitj' solemn sacraments 
are the external types ; and therefore the provisional 
appeal of the half-developetl is to them. 

Our spiritual philosophy scorns formality in favor of 
sensibility. But what is the proverb for fickleness bat 
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this eternal love? Ib it an extravagant fancy, in the 
poet, that a flower squeezed on sleeping eyelids hy 
Pnclt or Oberon should malio or mar affection, and 
between divers persons shift it back and forth ? How 
many a one has waked and looked on his partner with 
an altered eye I How many a mate hesitatca at the 
altar, or flees in horror from the marriage-bed, and how 
many a dream of delight, aa with Adam and Eve, hag 
I been scattered bj- the morniog sun 1 Whence the most 

denounced yet most dangerous theory of our day, but 
I fW)m the manifold infidelities arising flrom caprices of 

this same heart which we praise and flatter so much, 
and put all bonds and instruments at the mercy of? 
The nature of disloyalty has in all ages been well 
enough known. But it remained for our time to exalt 
inconstancy into a principle, for men and women to 
declare when the mood is over the companion ought to 
be left ; and for the maiden to affirm that in crossing 
and sundering prior obligations, with her own inno- 
cence for both sacrifice and sword, is nothing wrong 1 
Peijury has become a virtue i and prostitution, as a 
vice, has passed over from illicit intercourse to be a 
name for keeping promises and fidelity to recorded 
vows. In such a revolution we hunt roand, as for the 
survivors of shipwreck, to see where conscicuce and 
purity have sunk or still swim perilously on the flood. 
la it because wc have heaped such eulogy on the atiTec- 
tions, that they have taken the bit in their mouth to 
1 run away with us ; and bj" a law of nature is a false 

L doctrine concerning them so dreadfully avenged? If 
ft aught be everlasting it is a holy love. But how many 

I a selfish humor is falsely so baptized ! Be sure of the 

L 
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hi d that j'ou are unscLfed in your regard, and 

th t k ut your warrant of endless duration 1 But 

m whim of appetite palms itself off for the 

q h ble flame, that we want the engagement, 
b t th 1 written security, seal on the document ; 
f th pledge and poise of the sentiment still. 

It seemed, said one, looking at some ancient pictures, 
that they were the realities, and we men and women 
the shadows gliding over the floor. Three Napoleons 
have looked at tbe paintings in the Louvre ; and the 
thnnder of their cannon and lightning of their eyea 
have gone ; but the silent Madonna of Raphael, Con- 
ception of Murillo, and Wedding-feast at Cana of Paul 
Veronese, shine in the peaceful galleries still. We 
must not make too much of our emotions until we are | 
certain they are divine, and derived into ours from tUe 
bosom of God. Of the individuality and egotism of 
passion, we must make nothing, but to extinguish as 
more threatening than any other lire. My thanks to 
you, said a lowly woman to her benefactor, are but 
rising dust. Under that speech was what should last 
when al! the dust of the globe should cease to fly 1 | 
But Bueh is the fiigitiveness of much pretended incli- , 
nation, that we learn the importance of an order in 
human affairs imposed against particular vagaries by 
the common sense, as for restive horses and unbroken 
colts we respect halters and the chain and post. The | 
keys of trust, the oaths of office, the symbols of alii- J 
ancea and leagues, the flags of nations, the lilies or J 
stars, the paper engravings and colore<l cloths, the 
understood language of union in some community, 
enterpi-ise or cause, go under the name of Form. 
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Children are born and old men die, and families, root 
and branch, vanish from sight, and generations pass 
wliile they endure. Their meaning ia adopted and 
conveyed, aa by every wire in the air and cable under 
the sea the electric message goes ; and but for some 
such communication, there were no posterity or human 
race. ' 

First, Form is not surface, but the base of beauty, 
outside and centre too. We say of something, it is a 
mere form. But oor body is a mere form, and our 
spirit too. 

"For HOul is form, and doth tlic body make." 

■When we talk -of a formative, as of a vital principle, 
we imagine a power or unseen sculptor that fashions 
every character, trom the saint's purity in visible 
shape, (o the villain " quoted and signed to do a deed 
of shame." But no appearance can be destitute of 
grace. In deformity is beauty, as there is nought that 
will not sparkle in the concentrated light of the sun. 
Form is the whole of nature and substance of art. It 
includes color in the light and shade, of which Goethe 
taught that all the lints of the rainbow are but propor- 
tions. If the earth were or ever could be formless and 
void, it were not beautiful, and to us would not be. 

Form is, next, communication, for which words do 
not quite suffice, though one spoke as many tongues as 
those conceited Corinthians who called their hubbub n 
religious meeting. How many a handsome form is the 
stenography of speech ; and what a silent eloquence, 
beyond that of Webster or Kossuth, is in good mannera ; 
and how all the Fourth of July orations arc condensed 



beforehand in the banner by which the procession is 
led ! Great evcDts and virtues ask, more than fleeting 
breath, gi-aveyard marble and inscriptions, pictnrea 
and statues, soldiers' inouuuients and memorial halls ; 
and with all the scorn of giving a stone instead of 
bread, better some of us starve than leave noble 
achievements without trace of grateful recollection. 
As the vineyards ronnd Vesuvius tell the volcanic heats 
better than any list of eruptions ; and the rcofe and 
still lagoona are the mausoleum of myriads of insect- 
workers through a thousand leagues of the Pacific Sea ; 
so some solid register and warm cherisliing of historic 
honor spring from the instinct of mankind. 

In the amber of form is preseri'ed what is precious 
of the past. The progressive schemer says, of who- 
ever savors of the ancient order of things, what a 
fossil ! But note the value of fossils ! On them rests 
the entire philosophy of our day. The antiquity of the 
race back of the Mosaic chronology, the similarity of 
Btracture which make the animated kingdoms one 
family ; the arms, tools and utensils that show the 
ages of stone, iron and bronze, dug from caves, im- 
bedded in sand or rock ; the present resurrections from 
coimtlcss sepulchres, the shells on mountain-sides and 
skeletons of elephant and mammoth in polar ice ; tho 
germs and dots of primeval life formed into line whoso 
rising continuity roaches the human heart and brain, 
are all fossils. The animal instincts, graded up 
into the conscience and love of the human soul, while 
still present in the surrounding bmte-life, arc reminders 
of enormous lapses of lime. Why should the scientist 
laugh at the theologian's antiquities, while he deals so 
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largely in hia own ? A parchmont, manascript, Vinci's 
painting of the Last Supper, the carved Procession of 
the Golden Candlestick in the Interior of the Arch of 
Titua, some rude engraving of an early baptism in the 
river Jordan, tell more than all the superimposed strata 
of the globe. Why should the scholarly critic smjle at 
the worshipper's reverence ? The one is as fond of rare 
books, old copies, strange versions and costly volumes 



with the author's name ii 
of his ancient Service. 
some Shakespeare F 
under the hammer, i 
Lord's Supper or Jew's 



a hia own hand, as ia the other 
The transcendental price of 
o, or of Boccacio'a Decameron 
IS ninch a superstition as any 
s Passover. I cannot allow my 
firiend to decrj' present and past, to-day's newspaper 
and Asiatic tradition in the same breath ! The use of 
foqms IS to preserve what may be more worthy than 
anght transpiring now. If it be foolish to think the 
former ages better, it is more unwise to esteem the last 
every way best. You inform me that evolution, ever 
finer and higher, is the law. Into what loftier poet has 
Homer or .Shakespeare been evolved? Why do you 
scarce care to read any poetry less than a hundred 
years old? Wherefore new editions and translations 
of Aristotle and Plato? White the genius sun-ives in 
a single breast to need the Greek food, or for mere 
shame that humanity should leave its treasures behind 
on the march, the volumes reappear. Are the old 
worthies outstripped for not having been able to make 
a steam-engine, as a radical reasoner said? But Titian 
and Michel Angelo must have taken their brush with 
Oiem to paint yet where they go, and in their majestic 
presence, despite cerement and shroud, do we not stand 



with bai-e heat] ? What sublimer saint or t3-pc of sano- I 
tity, in these ends of the earth, than Jesns the duist? 
la the planet evolving into grander trees than the olives 
of Jadea or the California pines? Monte Nuovo, near 
Naples, is the last heiglit the elements have thrown up. 
But its measure is only a few hundred feet ; and the 
old Hima!aj-a hills look down five miles on the sur- 
vc3-or's glass. Ho on whom of our contemporary barda 
do Milton, and Dante, the Master of Tuscan song, not 
bend their compassionate gaze? The upheavals of 
revelation in Egypt or Palestine may deserve contem- 
plation more than creeds of our Synod or convcrsationa 
in otir Club ; ag revolutions in Mexico or Spain, China 
and Japan may be pregnant of issues so trifling as not 
to merit mention with overtumings that first received 
the name ; and in certain ecclesiastical cuxtoms those 
immense occurrences are conserved. Is anything trans- 
ported from far coasts or tropic waters, dredged &om 
the sea, embalmed in spirit — bugs, fishes, scorpions, 
snakes — more precious than the relics of mankind's 
struggles to embrace the Infinite and compass an 
immortal sight? Impatient of the slow motion of the 
mighty host, some solitary horseman gallops forward 
for an observation, but soon rides back. So every spy, 
we send out, returns to the main body with his report. 
It is better to halt for a straggler tban push on so as to 
break the lines. For every lost companion we must 
wait. Strong meat is good ; but, beside wild game of 
new and strange doctrine, we must have milk for 
babes. 

Form is justice as well as love. The spirit in man 
ever tends to excess, and threatens to break bounds ; 
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and, for its restraint, we must have modes of procedure 
by general eonsent, for person and property ; to punish, 
offences and repair wrongs ; to prevent revenge and 
put fo 1 ' ate se'zure a common decree ; law for 
Lyncl law anl co rtn for vigilance committees and 
ku-kl X cla s To what a sea of passion these forms, 
on si pa of p pc say, Thus far and no farther, like 
wide b a h s and ocky shores ! Without this legal 
hem an 1 g die all men, like so many untutored chil- 
dren, would run to and grasp, each all he could, of those 
playthings of possession we amuse ourselves with. 
International Law keeps a strong power, like Russia or 
Germanj-, from being the bully and oppressor of the 
weak, and forces the proudest of nations to pay a fine 
of millions for malfeasance. Mind the great curb- 
stone on the world's highways ; not knowing whom 
any collision will crush most. 

When harm or delay ensues from ill-advised or over- 
strict adherence to form, we ridicule it as too much 
Bed Tape. Did it not starve Crimean soldiers because 
the authorized distributor had not arrived ; and deny 
stimulus to the fainting prisoner, Foster, because the 
physician was not on the spot ? But informalitj- would 
have a harder reckoning of unhappy results. Nelson 
saves the naval battle by insisting that the letter to the 
enemy should be duly folded and sealed so as not to 
betray haste. How much may hang on a bit of wax ! 
Bonaparte, inventor of diplomacy, frightens the Aus- 
trian ambassador by dashing to the floor a precious 
vase, as the image of a broken realm. Like notches in 
a windlass, cog-wheels in a mill, the nice adjustments 
in a clock, or successive chambers ending in the He- 
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brew Holy of Holiea, aro our legal forma, certified 
elections, organized assemblies, rules of debate, mo- 
tions, amenflments, previous questions, divers read- 
ings, guberuatorial signatures or vetoes. They ai-e 
BO many gates for eiiuit3- to enter and lock in- 
iquity out. Justice moy not always be done ; " the 
law's delay " is a proverb of centuries ; without some 
appeal mankind would go mad and trlbuuals be over- 
set ; interruptions, men are called to order for, may 
serve order best ; tJie hiss or clap, fur which the gal- 
leries are cleared, may scatter senatorial fog, and 
outraged nature contradicting a false witness with 
impropriety promote truth ; trials by jury failing to 
convict crime must be put on trial, and when lobbying 
in the Legislature is the power behind greater than 
the tbrone, it must be ventilated by a Republican 
breeze ; nevertheless the forms are dykes against mis- 
chief, and secnre a reasonable ratio of right. If they 
are not the river of God to cleanse the stains and 
bear the great treasures of the world, they are canala 
to irrigate the territory, and further, however slowlj-, 
what would else stop ou the way. 

In society, forms introduce such as have claims on 
each other, and protect from injurious approach. Tour 
boasted want of ceremonj' must have some grace and 
bounty for its excuse I We are on our good behavior 
every hour, as with a ticket of leave. That man's 
look, said a woman, was an aflVont as be passed. Oui' 
accosting or aversion, the warmth or moderation of our 
greeting, graduated by acquaintance or relation ; the 
glance of a moment or steady gaze ; the dawning 
smile, whose lines on the lips no science can measure, 
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having an infinity beyond the cycles in the sky, are 
forms, conscions or instinctive, to show the polish of 
culture ; a spontaneous goodness or barbarism in its 
rough bark. In fliem lurks the reason of others' like 
or dislike thej' know not why. While they express our 
character and design, an artist in the studio of the 
breast, unseen and unawares, makes a memory-sketch 
of the countenance which is itself the record of ten 
thousand mingling strokes fVom all we have intended 
or indulged. " What a piece of work is man ! In 
form and moving how express and admirable ! " But 
it is made by itself I Did Jesus on the Cross draw all 
men to hira? Are you a refuge, wherein a forlorn 
woman feels secure against others, and safe from your- 
Belf, vrithbi the shield >ou hold oicr Tier? While you 
stanch a flesh-wound, does sympathy, finer woven than 
any linen or cambric, check the more bitter bleeding 
of the lieart? Can you win the confidence of a child, 
that small citadel so hard to take ? It is because of a 
sentiment vigorous enough to stamp itself in the habit 
of your frame ; and if, deserted, j'ou retreat on your 
love, no fond devotion is a posture so grand. 

Dress or address is form. Every article of apparel is 
part of the history of the race ; and beyond the pyramids 
dates the cuff of my coat. The reason why we resist 
the approximation of the female to the male attire, is 
in the importance of indicating difference of sex ; the 
woman's natui'ally greater privacy giving her the priv- 
ilege of seclusion in her apparel, that the sphere of her 
sensibility be not invaded ; and, while men trade and 
wrestle, no debenture on her delicacy allowed. She 
must be protected, put what you will on the Free List ! 
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Marriage is a form, and the form parts not from the 
substance. Spirit, in oi-der of thought, precedes and 
survives, yet ordains and constitutes form ; and cannot, 
even in God, exist out of it. So Paul shrank from 
beingunclothed, except to he clothed upon. So Words- 
worth says, " Not in utter nakedness we come from 
God who is our home." So Jcsas says how fatal the 
lack of a wedding-garment ; and so the elder in the 
Revelation asks, "Who are those in white robes?" 
Christ's leave-taking is with no abstract lesson or for- 
lorn abstinence, but a feast of bread and wine ; and 
Louia Kossuth, pleading for Hungary, cried, We will 
take the Last Supper and go to the field. We feed the 
survivors from the Halifax wreck with no heap of pro- 
visions thrown down, but fi^om tables neatly spread 
with every clean dish and white cloth, the sacred house- 
hold form as pleasant as the savory meat to the eyea 
of those escaped castaways, hungry from the devour- 
ing waves I If forms are not interiors, neither such is 
the bark of a tree, bridle of a horse, soldier's belt, 
virgin's zone or guide-post that points the way ; all 
hinting a certain stability in the moral as the material 
world, and equal need of direction. Like beacons on 
headlands, or red posts at railway crossings, how many 
signals in human looks, whose neglect is occasion of 
worse than any overthrow on land or foundering at sea 1 
There is a geography of morals as of the globe ; a 
latitude in opioion as on the ocean ; a chart of conduct 
as well as a map of Coast Soundings or Behring's 
Straits, and a projector, Moses or Jesus, to draw the 
one as well aa Mercator or Bowditcb, Newton oi 
Kepler, for meusuratioa of the other. Bocks and 
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shnals and quicksands must be laid down, and not left 
to nver new private discoverj-. Wc despise not tlie 
remains from which we construct our theory of the 
animal realm ; why disparage tlie relics that embody 
the exi>erience of the race ? " Vestiges of Creation " 
waa the title of the book that began the seientific 
revolutioD ; and, amid the footprints of siicceasive 
creatures populating the globe, who so blind as not to 
trace one Power in its unvarying tracli I No teaching 
from Ilira, who malces the whole earth his record, of 
our respect for the past ? What are those ancient clllft 
but planetary teons from his eternity rolling back, or 
caught in some wondrous embalming of time? The 
seams of trap-lock, showing the lines of parallel force, 
or holding up an enormous figure of the cross, the 
granite gorges, the wasted overhanging branches with 
infant buds that moisten the eyes looking at the picture, 
in which the former ages and last mornings that shone 
mingle their tints, are lines in the register of God, 
that siiow his elemental work. So, in every custom, the 
action of human nature appears. Much is antiquated, 
and must from present practice be dismissed. But 
the obsolete instructs us how to lay out the new ways. 
From Eden forsaken, streams light on Eden to come, 
and from Paradise Lost we Icnrn how it must be 
regained. Form is forever. What we are we mast 
appear. The time is at hand for the wilful man to 
give up his will, tiie proud man liis pride, the miser his 
avarice, the sensualist his baseness, and all to be 
formed anew by the Spiiit of truth. But that spirit is 
in us only as it comes out, to prove us ever in it. 



VALUES. 

SO much creed as tMa we must hold, that the worlJ 
is worth making. One doctrine is iatolarable, that 
tlie universe is imposture, and life a curse, that all is 
wrong and there is nothing but would better not be. 
Let ua listen to the Sadducee and the infldcl, the atheist 
and tlie materialist ; but wherefore should the pessimist 
speak, have hia portrait taken or hia theory entertained? 
There are hard places and sore extremities for Hamlet's 
soliloquy to occur to any man ; but hy all creatures 
together it cannot be pronounced ! "We are let down 
into pits deeper than Joseph's ; but the cord does not 
break, and at length we are drawn up to ask forgive- 
ness for our doubt. If we query about there being 
aught in ourselves that deserves continuance, we do 
not question so concerning our race. Some membera 
of it we insist it were a crime in heaven not to immor- 
talize. All excellent men confess their debt to good 
women ; and I think the conviction of benignity at the 
centre springs always from such acquaintance. They 
suggest opulence, as a physician said a tme nurse fills 
the room. I met a deep-bosomed, great-hearted sla- 
ter, to whom I had rendered, in her sorrow or joy, a 

(206) I 



■ TALUEB. 207 

8er\'i<!e infinitely largei' in her naemory than in fact, 
and 80 to be requited by her magnifying affections a 
thousandfold. But I saw iu her friendly motions not 
gratitude alone, but an outbursting good-will that 
craved its objects everj-where. Her love was uneasy 
without perpetual exercise. It was said Napoleon 
must have all Europe for his camping-ground or be 
driven back to gnaw his own heart. So this kindly 
soul must keep its theatre of benefits ever open ; and 
I was sorry I did not suffer her to take me in her car- 
riage and drive me on my errands, such a denial of her 
own happiness my I'efusal seemed to be ; like the man 
in Scripture, whose fields brought forth plentifuUj', she 
had no room where to bestow her goods ! Such a per- 
son stands for Providence. It needs no other argu- 
ment than this bounty incarnate. No wonder she could 
rush into tiic deep and rescue drowning meu ! To cer- 
tain persona tired of iinpcrtincut importunity a friend 
aaid, I see in the ocean of your goodness there are 
soundings. But there is infinity in human love. 

The value of a tbing is its use, what it can be sold 
or bartered for ; and what has in the mai'kot no such 
gauge we call invaluable. We speak of the value of a. 
home or good name, of our institutions, government, or 
religious faith, llow much in our possession can have 
no sensual reckoning ! We cannot eat a piece of carved 
Btone or of bronze ; we cannot wear au oil-picture or a 
banner ; we could not sell Bunker-bill Monument. Eng- 
land would not for it pay a cent I Nobody, up or down 
tlie street, wants to buy the babe to which your life and 
fortune are pledged. 

Aman is measured by his sealeof values. It was 
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asked, respecting the granttG shaft, What is it good 
for ? and Mr. Everett answered, What is anything good 
for, and doea anything do any good? Patriotiam, he- 
roiam, self-aacrifice, are intrinsic goods. In the sonl is 
worth that puts all clae, death itself, nnder foot. The 
stars wheel round and shoot at it arrows of light only 
in seeming superiority ; and time draws out its endless 
biles, nice ruined stretches of a Roman aqueduct, in 
vain. Things but pretend to be its masters, and it 
only appears to he their slave. We must take' thinga 
as they come and make the best of them is a mean prov- 
erb. Rather the soul makes and predetermines all 
things, and turns every clement into its servant. It 
was no profane speech when Louis Napoleon said of 
the ovei-flowing and destructive Seine and Rhone, Sci- 
ence must teach the rivers to know their bounds. Our 
command of things is concurrence with their laws. The 
English are said to be drying up rivers by imprudent 
drainage, for irrigation, of the swamps that are the 
alow feeders ; and Americans by recliless clearing of 
immense north-western woods have opened a path for 
waves of polar cold, against which t!ic forests were a 
shield. So the transcendental tbeorj- of onr making the 
climate comes true, as by crossing and culture we make 
breeds of cattle and new species of flowers and grass. 
We choose our own weather as we decide from the signs 
wliat spirals of the storm and billows of the sea we will 
encounter or avoid. If the balloon shall carry passen- 
gers through the air above, aa well as the lightning 
messages under the sea, it will be but another triumph. 
For the history of races and the study of our frame 
inform us that we are not only co-workers but self- 
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creatora with Gotl. We settle, by our dealing witli 
sex, the sort of inhabitants for the planet in ages and 
generations to come. Self-made man? It is a self- 
made mankind ; and, after freeing the slave, and right- 
ing the woman, we may hope to discover the value of a 
human being at last. 

The artist has values, of color and form, for his 
pieture ; and man's faculties are the valnea for this 
panorama of the world. We are its appraisers. If 
the mountain be to Bun but a squirrel-tracfc, and the 
primrose but a yellow blossom to the boor, till their 
inventory is changed, their estimate must remain. I 
must aak of everj-thing, Does it ser^'e my torn? The 
sea is to its finny tribes a fisb-pond, the flats a home 
for the flounder and eel ; the beaeh or icc-eake for the 
seal a basking-ground, and the crags to the chamois a 
garden-walk. 

" While man declares, see all things for mj use, 
Sec man for luioe, replies a pampered goose 1 " 

And it were as easy to alter its opinion as that of any 
other feather-head. Main force of authority will only 
bruise the brain-cells ; and puslting our creed against 
capacity to accept it is another shape of Mohammed's 
sword. A tree takes from soil and air its needful 
food ; and certain persons by too much enriching 
killed a magnifieent oak. Guano must be sprinkled 
with a sparing hand. It is some person's misfortune 
to be cultivated more than their talents can bear, till 
their whole intelligence is plagiarism and a lie. If the 
course of instruction fit not the nature, it hurts. 
Father Taylor thought it a pity Dr. Channing had 
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not been educated, he had snch a Gplendid mind I 
The Bethel-preacher rated not Cambridge so high as 
the college of experience and university of events. 

It ia part of wisdom to reckon others' genins and 
temper right. I would make greater account of yon, 
O fiiend, my kith and kin, if I could ! If you are but 
partner or boon companion, to pass ray time, I cannot, 
with any groans or sacrifices, convert you into an 
inspiring soul. A tj'pe is as unalterable as a tile. 
The acorn will come up an oak, if at all. One thistle 
or briar may be brought into brighter blossom or finer 
perfume ; but the thorns will not be abolished nor any 
frujt appear, although a process of fire or flood dis- 
close germs of better things. Call not caprice my 
incapacity to think of you better or otherwise ; I can- 
not alter your weight in the scales or your girth by the 
tape. What we are to each other is the fatal fact. I 
ask of sun and moon, and as cui-ioasly of sickness and 
death, what they can do for me ; and, of my fortune, a 
money-dividend is not the sole return. The school, 
institute, museum, students' hall has for the donor no 
quarterly pay-day ; but the stocks are poor that yield 
not satisfaction for character, liowever splendid in the 
market the investment. Well do we call worldly goods 
•means; to clutch them is to gather no honey, in oar 
care of the hive. 

By the same question theism must be tried. Is 
your God a serviceable deity? A divinity independent 
of hia offspring, under no obligation, blessed absolutely 
in himself, able to destroy as to create, to extinguish 
the universe and feed on his own glory, a solitary 
., trith naught but offended jealousy left 
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over the rnins of oatnre and tomb of mankiod, were 
worse than none I Atheism ia better than this theo- 
logical lie ; for atheists are benefactors to nib and beat 
piety out of its malformations, as by blows and elec- 
tric shocks some rough practitioners restore a distorted 
frame. But how, with every step of science, motion 
of thought and transport of communion, the adorable 
One vindicates himself from slandcra betiind his back, 
and by ever more manifest unity rids us of the chaos 
which else existence would be ! His light from every 
centre makes the shadows none too heavy for the back- 
ground of the picture, and bids beauty rise on the 
canvas even from colors of blood ; while ecstasies of 
trust, deeper in refined society than in any wild desert 
or monkish cell, prove that no petition ia laid on his 
table for neglect. He puts himself on his record ! He 
is his value to me ; and in vain you tell me he is more 
than I think. He ia my thought beyond wliich I can- 
not get, but of which my wonder is part ; for I wish 
not only to apprehend but to etan<l in awe ; and, as I 
tremble at the deeps of being, find joy and fear to be 
.the same. Handsome presents alone from him I do 
not crave. For unconditional favor I have no thanlcs. 
This veneer of universal salvation and smoothing- 
plane of unbounded grace I despise. Let tbe Lord 
loose his terrors in my conscience of right and sense 
of desert 1 When I am complacent to injustice and 
cruelty, uncleanness and fraud, let the Deity I serve 
bo so ! But, till then, I admire his thunder, and watch 
with delight the bolts that pierce palaces, and fell 
Pharisaic iniquity, and rend my own flesh. He has 
but the range of my idea. Staira to heaven or steps 
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to hell for a bed, or the uttermost aea to fly to, are 
only, as I ao tmngine, pai't of his abode. 

Somewhere, between his personality and mine, must 
the line be drawn? Impossible by tlie Infinite or my- 
self! Thomas Jefferson, being rallied on the subject 
of dignity in official form, afflrms himself unconacioiiB 
of any difference of feeling in writing to the humblest 
or highest of his race, — a sentiment surpassed by 
nothing in his famous Declaration, Where my author 
ends and I begin can never be told I " Whom I shall 
see for myself," says Job. Will you point to the pious 
register? Though it come in folios of sacred books, I 
must adopt it, or it is nought. I am auditor of the 
account, whoever kept it, Moses or Paul ; and they 
must write errors excepted at the bottom of their page. 
David's psalm has its prosperity in mj" ear. I ani 
judge if his harp be out of tune ; when the chorda 
ring with health, or sob on the minor key of grief and 
remorse. 

A certain valuation we must make of our own mind. 
Gold, brass, pinchbeck, lead, arc figures we freely use 
to describe the human qualities. Every soul is a house, , 
its powers the occupants and its acquisitions the goods, 
whose sum passes the skill of any administrator, asses- 
sor or consignee. From a particular habit or direction 
prejudice arises for or against one sort of talent or 
special pursuit ; and natural science, knowledge of 
the material world, seems now to have got to the bead 
of the class, till we are assured nothing but matter in 
some form exists. The understanding for king, and 
the senses for cabinet, make our coui't, at the bar of 
whose conclusions all else is summoned. In places of 
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leariiiEg physics crowd the classics out ; how things 
are made beiog held of more concern than what in any 
or all tongues, has been said of tJiem. Place for the 
Naturalist and Mathematician ! But, in the audience, 
shall they have the first hearing, at the board the 
highest seat? Let it be as Bacon said, a question of 
utility, only let us construe use in a generous way ! 
How, at your table, is what is best in me strengthened 
and fed ? Your dish of facts and diet of laws suffice 
not to satisfy my taste, I want pictures and music at 
the feast. 

" And beaiitj, bom of mnrmariDg aouud, 
Shall paas Into her face." 

" We arc debtors to the flesh not to live after the flesh," 
but to cheer each other with gi'ceting and conversation 
while we eat ; and to be omniscient of details or om- 
nivorons of books is but the gormandizing of the mind. 
If I confine myself to prying into the method of God or 
nature, I indulge a single appetite, miss a broad culture, 
and end not in realities, but words ; and as respects 
nutriment, of all tilings logic has the least. My friend 
laughs at the Bible-storiea and calcines them with his 
criticism, tUl they seem, like substances in a retort or 
under a blow-pipe, to pass in vapor and smoke. 
But I get hungry in his laboratory ! He has analyzed 
and dissipated the bread of life, till none is left. Noth- 
ing remains. He has only his experiment on which I 
cannot be sustained ; and I begin to suspect he has 
made some mistake in his so acute disposal of Moses 
and Abraham and Ruth and Job. 
But must not every tradition be subjected to the test of 
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'reason ? ladced it must ; yet he is a monster of reason, 
and not a rational man who has succeeded in rcdaclng att 
hia faculties to one and that the inquisitive or sceptical. 
In liis clear philosophy is no food. Freedom is our cluim. 
But of what shall we be free? Of all association 
with the past, and old heir-looms? Our liberty were a 
mental void ! It would be like the room in the parable, 
empty and swept, but not garnished. It would be the 
LoQvre or Dresden without the paintings and statues 
that teil of every age and style of art. Rather be our 
breast a suite of galleries and corridors echoing with the 
tread of generations as they gaze at tbe sketches of time. 
The religion of Jesus, says a late author, is the religion 
of nature ; but away with all the commentaries I Nay, 
the commeutai'ies are an action of human nature on his 
speech, more precious than all his words ! lie, that 
limits himself to the business of an advocate or adver- 
sarj', to prove or disprove, subdues his energies to one 
narrow and barren line. Christian and freemau may 
not be the same ; but the synonym for liberty ia not 
Anti-Christ enslaving himself to the proposition that 
Christianity is tyranny, and none can be allowed to 
call it anything else. We cannot reduce our native 
tendencies to one lowest term. Science will never 
abolish literature, nor verity displace beauty, nor good- 
ness, that river of God, give way to art adorning its 
banks. Let us beware of partiality ; for in vain is the 
old commandment kept, and the graven image broken, 
if we bow down to some notion, and worship ourselves. 
Is there any security? We are told, by careful 
investors, of solid stocks they rely on, till fi'om some 
TDlcanic centre rushes the tidal wave. We talk of 
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real estate; but the ground opens and cliffs rock on 
the shore with the panic in the town. An excellent 
1 wishing, some half-centurj- ago, to have her 
funds so placoti that with regular certainty she could 
draw, was advised to divide them, against possible 
failure, into three portions : the first in the Newbury- 
port turnpike, the second in the Jllddlesex Canal, and 
the third in the Charlcstown Bridge, which had the 
pledge of the State. The Commonwealth declined to 
redeem its honor in pawn, and the Lowell aud Eastern 
railways left the hilly turnpike and slow canal behind. 
But beauty is no fleeting vision, honor no dissolving 
view, goodness no stra3- beam, and love no failing 



" The dearest treasure mortal tlnios afford, 
Is spotless reputation ; that away, 
Men are bat gilded loam or painted claj." 

Character is the diamond that scratches every other 
stone. In the circles of business is a list of traders 
with their several credits by some committee assuming 
authority, set down as on a sliding-scale. But there is 
another unwritten catalogue, whose enumeration is 
just as familiar in men's mouths, on which the last may 
be first. 

What will a man take for his soul ? He will take back 
pay I Our representatives deal with the guilty money as 
persons did with the umbrella tied by a secret string to a 
hotel door, which every guest, as he left, took as if it be- 
longed to him ; but at the end of the string, dropped it, 
without looking round, while the owner sat behind and 
amilcd ; or like the shoppers to whooi the teller, for an 
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experiment, gave on purpose from the till a few cents of 
over-change, which most of them looked at furtively, 
and slipped with an innocent expression into some wal- 
let or fob. But how the puhlic conscience-money 
burned in the pocket and stnng like a hornet ! Watch- 
ing the uneasy motions of the legislators, is a comic 
and pathetic sight. At various inteiTals of time come 
into Capitol refusals to take the additional sum to 
which they had no more title than a carpenter or 
road-huilder to go back on you for double the dollars 
agreed. In other instances, the amount taken is 
returned. A third class think to transmute this plunder 
into gold by giving it away, making the Treasury their 
alms-box ! The boisterous agitator and engineer of 
any immoral measure, maj' affect to be a delegate of 
tbe populace ; he represents the pit. Plenty of vile, 
of villains, but they are not the majority ; not the 
human race ; and he, who aupposos they are so, will find 
out his mistake. A woman, tempted by an enormous 
bribe to sell her estate to extend the premises of a 
hotel, rejected the offer on the ground that intoxicating 
liquors were sold at the bar ; like the heroine, who, 
when the bolt of the door, enemies stormed at, was 
missing, put in her own arm ! How refreshing every 
new illusti-ation of this anti-sceptic of the soul, better 
than chloride of lime, or powdered charcoal, or the Cali- 
fornia air ! 

But the treasure must be our own. Let us not think 
to climb to the main-top through the lubber-pole of 
authority I Over the door of the spiritual counting- 
room blazes No Trust, without the vouchers or gold 
certificates in the vaults of the breast. 
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The credit aj-stem has been carried too Tar with 
prophets, apostles, redeemers and priests. Several 
kinds of wheat gi'ound together make the best flour. 
So Greek, Syrian, and Scandinavian grains mix in 
the bread of life. We question whom we will call 
Christian. What does your Christianity signify? When 
it is popular in the church to hush up scandal against 
its members, and with false mercy to hide offences 
against sanctity ; when pride of orthodoxy passes over 
spots on robea unclean, which should, like the old He- 
brew garments, tainted by the flesh, be hated and cast 
into the Are ; when captivating ability makes hypociTsy 
current in the exchange of Christendom ; when in sym- 
pathy of conscioQs guUt, the secnlar conspires with the 
sacred press to condone sensual iniquity ; when the 
prevalence of some particular sins makes suppression 
of the facta the policy of safetj', as cases of cholera or 
8ma!l-pox are withheld to prevent the neighborhood's 
alarm ; when thosi that describe are condemned be- 
yond those who commit the crime ; when a female fel- 
lowship under holy banners pardons unholy men, and 
the atonement is perverted into an excuse ; then slow 
suspicion, drilling in like a fog above the headlands, 
will wrap all the dedicated places and solemn names ; 
and we must call to the rescue whatever unprofessing 
fidelity still maintains decenc}" or keeps the moral law, 
and make sincerity our communion-board! If for 
JesDs we must have the Jesuit, let us strike for savage 
virtne, as wild berries are better than unwholesome, 
decaying fniit. When I meet a man so true he has no 
behind-my-back, but is an evangelist with glad tidings 
and greetings at the front door, I never ask to what 
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deDumination he belongs. The soal needs no crodeit^.l 
tials. Ita evidence in itself. I care not by whatfl 
method I I ask not what hell-fire j'ou are saved from,. I 
but what heavenly goodness you are saved to. There J 
are persons like locomotives, sliding about at a station, 
warning us at every track to keep out of the way ; I 
there are persons that bridle as colts and bristle like 1 
porcupineH ; and there are those who overcome ua like ' 
a summer-wind, sinking into every pore, beneath all 
our organs, with balm for deeper hurts. They are the 
elect, it matters not about the plan. Not imputed 
but real righteousness can pass. Sayest thou, O David, 
blessed is the man whose sin is covered? Naj-, rather I 
accurst ! 'Tis false to speak of its cover ; it is pub- I 
lished somehow plainer than any bulletin on the board \ 
or placard on the rock. Drunkenness and profligacy aa I 
well as murder will out ! Eeligion is but a greats J 
white-washing business in the popular creed. Washed \ 
and made white in the blood of the Lamb? Our self- 
ishness, fraud, impurity, looks blacker than eve 
that blood. It will not wash white any sins it does not I 
wash out I The cup and platter look fouler within. | 
wheu onlj' the outside is made clean. 

The soul is never on the list of stocks or advertised J 
at auction. We have ceased from the purchase of J 
human . bodies as slaves. But no property quoted,, 
Erie or Pacific, so sure as the soul to have its rate at I 
the brokers' board, in the gold-room or on the block. 
When truth is venal, and a man will lie for so much ; when 
honor is in the market waiting for a bid ; when man's ' 
loyalty or woman's chastity is not sterling, then ths 
soul is DO longer an absolute value. It is reckoned 
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and apprftiaed. Every mau has bis price? Then date 
not the fall of man back to Eden, put not tranBgrcssion 
on the shoulders of Adam and Eve ! The fall is here 
and now j the curse is pronounced to-day, aad the 
flamiDg sword waves on tlie walla of a Paradiae, whose 
occupant is driven out before onr eyes. 

Trnth is the gem to which all that sparkles on the 
dress is dross and paste. Purity is tbe pearl put into 
no bracelet or riug. It is the soul, whose hiss cannot 
be reckoned as you reckon fortunes swept away in a 
financial whirlwind or consumed in some terrific fire. 
It is Baid the ancients missed a star, one of the seven 
we call Pleiades, sparkling a setting of diamonds in 
the blue sapphire of the midnight sky. But the fall of 
such a star would raise less lament in heaven than when 
sincerity, honesty, a good name falls from the firmament 
of the humblest soul ! We talk of saving the soiil. Have 
■ffe any soul, among our possessions, left ; and how much 
that we dare call our own ? Soul, except as an article of 
merchandise, is not common. A man of soul we do not 
meet every daj- in the street. Soul is a certain sensi- 
bility to truth, honor and beauty, which the eye or ear 
or understanding cannot behold or contain. It is as a 
precious gum or amber which the richest growth of 
buman nature is required to form and distil. It is the 
honey of a man in this hive of his body. It is the blos- 
som and bright consummate flower which this coarse 
stem of flesh has the privilege to unfold ; and we say 
justly of mean and selfish people that they have no sou!, 
onlj- a latent capacity, potentiality or possibility of soul. 
If you sell your soul the devil has got it, not j'ou ; and 
he Bcarco knows what to do with it. A man cannot 
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appreciate what he lacks ; and aoy demoQstration of It 
stirs his anger and scorn. "Neither cast ye your pearls 
before swiiie lest they trample them under their feet 
and turn again and rend you ; " for what can their 
filthy greed make of anght that is not to be beraired 
and devoured? Baseness does not believe ia generv, 
ositj, and libels e\erj handsome offer as not made in,. 
good faith. 

Selfish people think all 11 selfish. They cannot con- 
ceive a generous intent They impute munificence to 
mean motives, which thej spj' ou&. Wbat is tbeir ben- 
efactor ifter? Ills own interest somehow ! There is a 
cat in the mL^l, or infernal machine in the carriage ; 
which, once admitted on their premises, will blow them 
to piLCos , for to them the world, with its floor of rock 
and ceiling of star?, as it cleaves the eternal deep, is 
but a shop, and itn inhabitants all hucksters. 80 S^ 
tan's favorite trap is trade. How many arc caught, 
till some gi'eat credit fails like the stopping of the main 
wheel in a mill, and the ruin overtakes all who have 
been unwary in their trust; as some Black Friday 
dawns with panic over the land, and neither gold nor 
greenbacks can be paid. Government aid is implored. 
'Tis interfering with a tornado and thunder-stonn sent 
to clear and purify the commercial airl Utter do- 
stniction is feared ; but no such squall can wreck the 
common weal. The ocean is large ; leaky and unsea- 
worthy vessels founder or are overset ; rotten enterprises, 
rash undertakings and over-venturesome speculations 
burst or sink in the financial blast, as the great bidloon 
was rent apart. But for such providential rebnke, 
greed of gain would go mad, and all conscience of right 
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among operators in atocks ttiaappear. Disaster is God's 
messenger. Insolvency is the judgment-tiay. Woe to 
those whom the lightning feels after with the sentence 
of its sword ! But well for the community when the 
bolt falls ! When one was asked to snbacribe money 
to save folks from going to hell, he replied, Not enongh 
of them go there now I It is a sad commentary when 
our talk is only of unhappj' consequences, and not of 
the sios of business from which they flow. So many 
inilliona of property have vanished ; but what, in the 
newspaper, is told of the sacrifice of truth and equity? 
Who has reckoned the waste of aoul? We empha- 
size calamities, not crimes. But the prosperity of the 
country is not swamped. Bright spots, which we call 
Fairs, all over New-England, are proof that, however 
luauy swindle, more produce ; and, with all honest labor 
of hand or brain, the hope of a nation thi'ives, 

On the worth of the soul onr toiling fathers stood. In 
their thrift they chose sandy wastes for their burial- 
grounds. But out of the barren eoclosurea what im- 
mortal expectations rose ! TJie aoul is not obsolete. 
We know the lovers and believers of our kind. We 
know the true-hearted and sincere. It was written of 
the Roman Coriolanos : 

" His nature is too noble fbr tie world ; 
He would not flatter Neptooe for his trident, 
Or Jovo for Ills powerto thunder. His heart's his montlii 
What Ma breast forges, tbat his ton^e must vent ; 
And, being angry, does forget that ever 
He heard the uaine of deati." 

Of yet grander stamp I imagine a religious man. Ha 
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leans on no external things. He dissolves ererytUng 
into a thought. He smiles at the trifles men contend 
about. II« drops all dispute. He aims at no victory 
out of himself. He bas no doubt of his destiny ; for 
immortal life is not a question, but a property of the 
Boul. The French Joubcrt is described as a soul which, 
having come across a body, made tlic best of it. To 
every living spirit the fleshly organs are but temporary 

In investments we esteem values that do not fluc- 
tuate ; not up to-day and down to-morrow. Many 
speeiea of property hardly trembled in the blast while 
the North Pacific ami Western schetnes tumbled with. 
a crash. But all the bonds and mortgages will go by 
and by ! The soul, all wc have of it, will stand by us 
and go with us. In an old Scandinavian legend we 
read that the king and his warriors were in a long 
dark hall around a Are. It was night, and in the winter 
time. Suddenly a little bird flew in at one door and out 
by another. The king said. That bird is like man on 
the face of the earth ; he flies hither out of the dark, 
and he only stays for a moment in tbe light and warmth. 
kSire, answered the oldest of the warriors, the bird is 
not lost in the dark, he will find his nest. The soul is 
the bird ; it comes from and returns to the dark ; only 
dark to us with excessive light. It will find its nest I 
Some recent English voyagers to Spitzbergen by chance 
carried with them in their cabin a swarm of flies, which 
they came to regard as companions from their far-off 
comfortable home. In the extreme Arctic cold the flies 
began to pine and stifl'cn and die. The sailors, touched 
with^ compassion for their little fellow-creatorea, strove 
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to keep them alive by feeding them with sugar and 
putting thera in the warmest place in the ann on the 
window-pane. But at length the last one turned over 
on hia back from his tiny feet and gave up the ghost. 
The men said, to explain their nursing care, that they 
remembered they were but themselves a sort of flies, 
perhaps close to the same fate. But the soul is not a 
Qy. It shall never stiffen or grow cold or fold up its 
wings. 

With some shame one presumes to treat auch a 
theme. Talkers and writers run to words, as a poppy 
to seed, with the same virtue to put people to sleep. 
Every one moat see the picture for himself. My com- 
panion in the boat ia not content with my telling hiaf 
of the phosphoric blaze in the Lot summer-night as the 
bow cloavea the smooth bay, but is justly eager to see 
it himself. Why climb to the main-top of truth through 
the lubber-hole of authority? Why limit vision to any 
prophet or chosen race? I am glad to read the Golden 
Rule in Confucius too, as the florist rejoices to find in 
Arctic regions some familiar plant, and the English 
traveller wept over a violet in bloom near the Pacific 
Sea, Goodness is native in every land, aud truth an 
exotic for no clime. The Lord gives a monopoly of 
his witnesses to no tribe. No Protective System is 
established in his domain. Free Trade in goods or 
ideas must at last prevail ; and the branches overhang 
opposite continents from one root. 



VALIDITY. 



rr religion there are among ua three parties in the ' 
field ; Christian, Extra-Christian, and Auti-Chria- 
tian ; and these exhaust tbo subject. 

Our religion, as obsen-ed and established, has a 
valuG it is impossible to increase, and to defend the i 
inheritance, to which we Lave a warrantj'-deed, ia our I 
whole duty ; or it is an antiquated superstition, an incnm- I 
brance on our property, like Turkey, " the sick man " ; 
or it is an estate to be altered and enriched, as we pat ' 
new fertilizers into our field, or the modern improve- 
ments into a house ; a capital not to lie dead but 
changed, reinvested in a thousand forms, and run like 
blood in the social IVame. The methodical way ia not 
to begin squarely outside of Christianity, and end with I 
impeachments against it. One need not refer to what 
he is alien from. He has no interest in a duel with it. 
His true logic were indifiference. We are more indepen- j 
dent of Great Britain than we were in the revolutionary 
war ; and the Israelites were freer of the Egyptians w 
the Red Sea rolling between. So, when a religion ia done 1 
with, you will not talk about it. Yet destructiveneas is I 
not the ehai-aeter of any great man, — Moses, Mahomet, T 
(224) 
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Socrates, Buddha, Jesua or Paul. They own the paat 
which they come to fulfil. Greater offices belong to 
the plough and the seed than to the hammer or axe. 
Only to cultivate we clear ; nor has the soil of humanity 
or any prevailing growth in it ever been all thorns and 
stones. It argues a lack of the historic sense, of true 
scholarship, to fall foul of anything the human race 
has loved and lived on. Possession is nine points of 
the moral law. The window that overlooks your land, 
after twenty years yoa cannot build against; and 
Christianity is a great window. Edmund Burke, dis- 
gusted with France, and delighted with the Feudal 
system, the chivalry of politics, that gay panorama of 
nobles and kings which was wrttpi>ctl in such dire con- 
flagration, declared, Nothing is harder than the heart 
of a genuine metaphysician; and that metaphysical 
principles, applied to actual aifairs, must, like sunbeams 
entering a denser medium, be dejleeted from their straight 
line. There are crises or cataclysms in the earthly and 
human evolution; yet the community is a unit in 
measureless multiple, a solid vital organism to grow 
and flourish ; and no more than an a[)ple to ripen in a 
day, or a bud to be pulled open with the hand. The 
chief contributors to moilern thought, in their loyalty 
to the inspu'ations of the private soul, are not enough 
awai'e of this grade and continuity, and moving alt 
together of mankind ; for the doctrine of Darwin is true 
of the miud aud the species we belong to, as well as 
of animals and plants. The fittest ideas and qualities 
survive. With what ill grace wo kick at antecedents 1 
If you would have the lily, despise not the mud ! The 
past is the ground for cue foot of progress ; the future 
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is ID the air. Occupation of the ground is proviaenoa 
and strength, A discoverer iu the name of some 
French, Spanish, English King, witli a Aug, asserts a 
riglit which agea wear not ont, of eminent domain to 
continental tenitories. A band of pirates becomes a 
house of lords. Some twenty-five years ago a mouser 
among Boston titles brought an action against one 
estate whose success would have swept away a section 
of streets pevLaps equal to the burnt district, as a 
common for the poor. Three-quarters of a century 
since an American citizen bought eight hundred thou- 
sand silver liollars' worth of Virginia lands, which in 
his absence, by default of protection, squatter Hovur- 
eignty, and the springing up of agriculture, factories, 
trade and towns, lapsed in'ecovcrably every inch. 
You cannot rip up the social system. What holds the 
space has a certain right to hold it ; and Christianity 
is here as an appointed fact. The past is like the 
staging, for sawing which away my careless caipenter 
fell into foolish incompetency to build. The archi- 
tecture of the beaver, the nest of the bird, the hole of 
the bank-swallow, the hive of the bee is no original or 
sudden skill, but the triumph after ages of additions, 
finer thau any gem, ruby, diamond enlai^es by, to ita 
little brain. All generations are one man whose head 
is bigger and brighter to-day than ever in the planetary 
annals, — whatever exceptional weight or fineness iu 
some single CiBsar, Napoleon, Cuvier, it may have 
reached ; aud the abstracted student, who tilts with 
such fury against previous or still existing low degrees 
and small deposits of intelligence, would tear himself 
from the soil, and, like children maternally reproved 
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for quarrelling with fheir victuals, he forgets tlie meat 
on which he has thriven. 

Honor the <iivine or human parentage, not only in 
the house and land, but in the faith and temper they 
bequeathed. Not only liberty and independence are 
their legacy, but instinct and custom too. Respect not 
only the calculated but involuntary action of yourown 
mind. Frec-wil! ? Individual, or societj- is a live 
automaton, conscious but under influence and control 
of far-fetched, long descended and irresistible springs. 
There is an immemorial wir&-puUing, of mutual dispo- 
sitions and common aims, which is not onr deformity, 
but grace to keep us in order from eccentric and erratic 
ways. The noble Dr. FoUen carried the notion of free- 
dom so far that he defined conjugal love aa a perpel> 
iially intentional giving, an offering ever on purpose 
laid on the shrine. Do we want such deliberately 
served altars? He tliat debates whether to shake 
hands, and revolves above me a patronizing eye, or 
confers an embrace, has distanced me, not approached. 
I feel nearer to one who does not recognize mc. I 
love more an utter stranger or honest foo. Kiss not at 
all, if you have got to make up 3'our mind to do it ! It 
is a cold salute which no beauty of man or woman can 
make welcome. The bands, the lips, the eyes must 
fly without design and irrepressibly, which mine rejoice 
to meet. Out with your staid and measured and wilful 
an^ctions ; the greeting must be in the blood ! Holy 
pre-dotermi nation is inspiration. What care we 
your idiotic idiosyncrasies and originalities? He 
eccentric? Let him take his eccenti-ieity awayl 
honor the oeiitric. I care for your fellowship, for the un- 
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divided claim of humanity we generonsly own toget 
for bearty sympathy and cordial common seuse, for God, 
the common of oiir souls ; and worship, like manners, ia 
of this the common tongue. It is curious that the 
loudest professors of liberty, who plant themselves on 
their owe peculium, make as mechanical an impressioD 
aa the official priest, because they separate themselvea 
■ from those fountains of nature which refi'esh every 
person, pour on all our wheels of motion, and deliver 
us from being drudges any more. Thanks for not only 
what we can will, but has been willed to us, for the 
testamentary provisions and dispositions I I delight 
less in what I have done or acquired, of any suppos- 
able virtue or merit, than in the imagination which my 
father and the sensitiveness which my mother bestowed. 
I must be a faithful trustee : but the excellence ia 
spurious which I made ! Not of virgin gold, from 
Nature's veins, but his pinchbeck composition does a 
man boast. Why do I like you? For that nobility in 
you, no crc'dit to you only your privilege to maintain. 
You never fashioned yonr own charm, and a religion 
cannot be constructed. Like a constitution it must 
grow, as ours has done into new amendments, to reg- 
ister the swelling proportions of the body politic. 
This joint procedure is our glory, if not closed against 
inflowing force. It makes me muse on greater things 
in the might of human habit, when the muscles of the 
Railway conductor's arm, from practice quicker than Ma 
eye, move towards me as to tlie other occasional pas- 
sengers, though he knows I have a season ticket for 
my fare. Civilization advances beneficently, and the 
notion were foolish to change any whole system of 



r 



culture OT manners, or public praise at once. Even 
slavery was abolished by degrees, and we owe the 
safety and felicity of the abolition partly to the brake- 
men on our headlong philanthropj', as weil as to the 
glorious engineers. Our debt is to Garrison and Lin- 
coln, yet somewhat to Webster and Seward, and even, 
thongh against their will, to Davis and Toombs. 

Ton would do away with Christianitj-. Its room is 
better than its company 1 What have j'ou to put in its 
place? No criticism, no negation, no philosophy till 
yon have persuaded society to adopt and travel oa 
some road-bed you lay, can fill the awfu! vacuum which 
its sudden exile would make. Mr. Revere, soldier and 
sailor, describes his encounter, on the high seas, with 
that tremendous kind of billow rising from an earth- 
quake or electricity, called a bore. But for his ship's 
high bulwarks, the racing liquid mountain would have 
dashed his, as it did other vessels, like a foam-bubble, 
to the deep. Though a new island, or continent of 
truth, should appear as the consequence through the 
boiling main, what a void of destruction must attend 
the summary disappearance of a concrete faut, like 
Christianity, which, with all its groundless assump- 
tions and obsolete absurdities, and every proud con- 
tribution of radical thinking, still best represents in 
the foremost nations of the globe what sanctity and 
trust, and piety and hope, and zeal and love are still 
in the world ! 

Yet this medal has another side. As the iceberg, a 
mile in* girth, drops from the pole to roll ' and split and 
melt, so doubtless Christendom undergoes change, is 
steadily assimilated and absorbed. A great swallow 
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and digestion the wiiole Humanity has ! Nothing bo 
grand in a gospel or revelation, — it cannot take down 
and dispose of. Because we are appropriating the re- 
ligion, getting what there is in it out into ourBelveg, 
and combining it with other things, therefore vanishes 
the old overawing form. We are liquidating this draft 
on the human soul. Not a cent of it will be lost, be- 
cause it does not, as some atnpidly insist, sum up all 
our riches. It will accomplish its object in passing 
into other shapes. No individual redeemer is so great 
as man ; no plan so wide as life ; no word of Bible or 
conception of seer lasts so long as Heaven's eternal 
intent. 

The Church is the archive ; the Scripture the title- 
deed ; but the probate is not all of one book or in one 
place. There are flaws in every record and defects in 
all holy books. The Mosaic Law recognizes no obli- 
gation of truth ; one of the ten commandments forbids 
false witness on the ground of its injury to a neighbor ; 
but veracity, enjoined for its intrinsic beauty, we do 
not find ; and in the New Testament, with its fine 
spirit, no doctrine of liberty on the strength of which 
we could unbind the captive ; no emancipation bot 
Bubservieuce proposed for woman ; no rights of animals 
affirmed ; no settlement of temperance, though the 
drnnkard be denounced ; no exposition of the prin- 
ciples of peace and war, free trade or protection, usury 
or labor, education or art, in its manifold forma and 
relations of utility and beantj- to the common weal. 
The day is not so plain as that we are thrown upon 
i-eason and conscience and our own hints. Withnl we 
take in the religion, but the religion not us. It is im- 



tKIBHihlct 



£31 



possible to rGCorer the first disciplestiip. It is hunting 
for the moroiiig-star at noon-day. Chriatianity ia not 
a fixture but a flow, m Goethe's phrase, a change-contin- 
uance, a river of God, full of wat«r ; but no two per- 
sons, far less gcoerations, bathe in or drink fram the 
eanie stream. The column of smoke from the chimney, 
or vapor from the hill, or whirl of powderj' snow I 
saw bn an Alpine peak, in the Austrian Tyrol, shifting 
each moment its particles while retaining its shaiie, 13 
a faint type of this perpetual dissolving of testa ever 
ioterproted and applied anew and modified past calcu- 
lation by the atmosphere of the time, which Greek 
Church or Romish cannot withstand. Was the caice of 
field-ice, which some mariners floated on, the 8ame ia a 
different latitude? 

But why lament the change? It is a transfiguration 
more glorious than amazed Peter and James and John. 
The Sabbath was made, and Saviour sent, for man. 
Gaze not with Persian idolatry oc the sun ; but use it 
as a lamp for your feet ! Will you prefer the individ- 
ual teacher to bis object, as if lie were more than truth, 
more than God, more than man, more than the soul ? 
He came to preach integrity, to promote foodness ; 
and, having done hia work, went. "And they knew 
him and he vanished out of their sight." When he 
retired he was revealed. His going was his coming 
that second time you wait for still, and more effectually 
to a second sight : for we see three ways ; with our 
eyes, like brutes or fools ; through our eye^ when we 
think ; and without our eyes as we are inspired. Only 
the last is vision 1 We behold oar Master as one 
among many, though chief. In the adoration of Jesus 
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as a feticli or Jinality, the end he lived and died for is 
disowned and in definitions of faith and gchemes of 
atoning blood the standard of righteousaess is lost. 
Shouting for the captain the officers forget to hold the 
flag straight ; and as it leans in their Jmnds, something 
beaide loyalty to one's light becomes the tieket to 
heaven. Honesty is at a discount and hypocrisy above 
par in the market of the church. By all kiudS of 
evasions and deceptions how ecclesiastics defend the 
ordinances aud tlieories that correspond to no virtue 
or fact, keen nith a phrase, and quick to wink at a 
crime, till the worldling finds his warrant in the allow- 
ance of the priest 1 We are even told that some men 
would bo benefited by sinning, and tliat a wax-like 
perfection may be beautiful, but is sickly-looking and 
inhuman. O, we read too much between such lines ! 
It is not beyond divine power to bless a human fault 
to our instruction, to braid into beauty the dark with 
the brighter lines of our being; to humble Peter witli 
his false denial, and turn, for the rest of bis mates, the 
cowardice of an hour into the heroism of their life. 
When Theodore Parker said he was glad to hear that 
Washington swore, it may have been because he was 
impatient of this patriotic myth, stalking so stately 
across the American political stage. Jesus is dram* 
atized as an actor, dressed as a lay-figure, clothed witli 
a consciousness of office, as a public functionary, with 
the weight of nations on his shotdders, and publishing 
his importance as a Messiah to all time. Doubtless he 
was as natural and familiar as any friend, and would 
not be a Christian or understand Christianity if he 
appeared now, but a loviug and noble person, illus- 
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trating unawares all Le said in what he did. But 
what a stretch of optimism is it to sanctify vice Ijefore- 
hand with a leaaon in the temple, and to haul perfec- 
tion, in its admitted beauty, to the bar ; to acquit the 
criminal and condemn the saint, as on a principle of 
spiritual law ! What indulgences for sin worse than 
Romish will be so implied ! Dr. Chaoning told me ho 
remembered some transgresBions, not verj- heinous, in 
hia youth, for which he thought he was a better man. 
But he did not commit them by anticipation for their 
supposed efficacy to so gracious a result. Nothing, 
not even a frankly wicked example, is more demoral- 
izing than a dogma, to vindicate open or hidden in- 
iquity, from the desk. 

It is a delicate and difficult business to be a saint. 
"We must somehow hit that mark without aiming at it. 
We must be good yet not know that we are, as Jesus 
denied and resented the name, and could not bear con- 
scious merit. Is he our friend at court, so that we are 
saved and loved for his sake? If I am not saved and 
loved for my own sake, let me bo hated and lost I One 
thing I cannot give up to any assumed primogeniture ; 
and that is my place in- the family, though I be the 
infant last born. If I be a bondsman, and no child, 
I will cry out, louder than Prometheus chained, against 
this worse than human slavery, whose example is set 
by God, and say to the Almighty himself, " Give me 
liberty or give me death ! " If I am uot free of the 
household, I will have nothing to do with the house. 
Tho soul, BO long a minor or a slave, has come of 
age, and knows that it alone, beyond all prosy or 
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representative, ia oonstitnent and has rigbts which 
Heaven is bound to respect. 

Spirit is all ; without it matter is nothing. We pro- 
ject our religion. "What ia the world to me but aa 
affection of my mind ? The boot; of inapiration closed ? 
Nay ; it never was o])ened, that infinite volume ! All 
flows, said the Greek ; but who shall discover the 
fount of this sacred Nile? Tis an eternal deep and 
everlasting flux, older than any outward thing. We 
call this great modern bend of the current Christianity, 
as the Missouri becomes the Mississippi at a crook ia 
the continent. But names import I Some great soul 
starts every enteiprise, plants the new idea. Radicals, 
who protest loudest against leadership, never get Soc- 
rates and Jesns out of their mind. Clear your prem- 
ises of old furniture which you prize not ! Hang on 
your walls no pictures of what the world haa ontgrown. 
But, while you recur to Jerusalem and Galilee, I shall 
know the images stay in your own despite ! To 
persuade me that the inflneuce is gone I must have 
not j"our contradiction but your unconcern ! When 
one said he should not have liked such an inquisitive 
man as Socratea very well, or even Jesus altogether, 
another answered, He is hard to suit. The soul ia 
hard to suit with aught below beauty, invisible and 
without bound. Yet all the groat religions have had a 
pei-soual origin. None of them was born of an ab- 
straction. Evcrj' one was an incarnation. In my 
fl-ee-religious neighbor's window hang the Christmas 
wreaths ! It is the glory of Jesus that he stood for 
the soul. Who so much? Ho did not say, Let me 
see for you, and with my magic lantern throw the 
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picture down ; but, Come to the summit and look with 
me I Mediator or medium betwixt, and I nayself not 
on Bpeoking terms with God? I decline anything 
between I We feel, touch and partake divinity. What 
is this doctrioe of ghosts as apparitions ? " Uave you 
seen a ghost?" The nature of a ghost is not to be 
seen. Not only is it not bat it cannot be beheld. It 
is invisible, incapable of disclosure to sight. Who 
ever saw the Holy Ghost? Spectre and spirit are not 
one. It is the most cunning trick of materialism to 
take spiritualism for its name, though there be celestial 
fonns and transforminga without end. 

But the mighty conductors of humanity never die. 
Napoleon, after his victories, hid himself in Paris, 
knowing his power would grow in the mystery of his 
. being unseen. Josiah, the Jewish king, broke down 
the altars and burned the bones of idolatrous and adul- 
terous women and priests. But, coming to the sep- 
ulchre of a ti-ue prophet, he said, " Let him alone ; let 
no man move his bones ! " Even in the ashes the 
honor inhered. 

"Dear friend, for Jeans' saie, forbear! 
To dig the dust enclosed here : 
Blest be the man that spares tliese stones. 
And curst be he that moves my bones." 

Stem was the Hebrew passion of revenge. Who of us 
would unbuiy and cast into the fire the bones of Arnold 
or Booth? What slaveholder but would thrill with a 
sacretl awe at the sepulchre of John Brown ? What 
holy water could consecrate the spot? What party in 
power would rake into the grave of Jackson or Lincoln, 
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or Greeley or Seward ? Perhaps the theory of the bod- 
ily resurrection of Jesus was invented to prevent die- 
coverj- and adoration of hia remains. If a bone were 
extant, how it would be adored I It ia the dignity of 
virtue that from a thread of its garment wo cannot 
keep our worship and love. Exclaim against leader- 
ship ? Yet we gravitate to our superior, as the satel- 
lite cannot escape the sun. We are not the soul, but 
only poor part of it, and must revolve about who is 
more. " Cut deeper," said the French soldier to the 
surgeon ; " you will Cud Napoleon in my heart." Pity 
it was not a better idol ; but some idol the votary witb 
no vision must have. The ideal Christ no science or 
criticism can displace. A spiritual model, a moral en- 
thusiasm is our deepest need. There is a part of our 
nature which no knowledge of facts or laws, only per- 
sonal devotion, can satisfy and absorb. 

" Onlj/ thou our leader be. 
And we still Killfolloa thee." 

What walking cerebral prodigies and Dominie Sam- 
sons we should be, if to understand the construction 
of the world were our only aim, the whole being run 
to seed in our specialty of study, as sometimes a moa 
seems to be only the other end of a microscope, or a 
gnome in a laboratory, or a worm in a book 1 But, as 
one says, Seeing is not believing. We cannot live with- 
out faith. It is not the providential individuals we fol- 
low, save as they are pointers to some polar star. As 
we follow in a race or voyage for the goal or port ; as 
we follow Tyndall or Agassiz in an experiment or deio- 
onstration, so we copy some pattern of holiness and 
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truth ; and no abstract thinker can escape the law. 
Call the record in questioc, prove the legend or declare 
the miracles impossible or unproved, and that you can- 
not verify the credible facta ; still the divine idea, like 
a meteor plunging from the sky, is lodged in the human 
mind, buries itself in the heart, ploughs its way through 
history ; and Strauss, that eye-opener for the literal- 
ists, and Beuan equally with Fumoss or Channing, do 
it reverence under utmost diversity of view. Myth or 
man, imagination or incarnation, it is immortal beautj- 
that constrains our homage and obeisance ; and over 
some mental uoostitutions a picture in the light of 
thought, whatever mystic pencil drew it, has more 
power than any canvas ; for the real is not the circum- 
Btantial or statistical ; it is the archetyiie or pattern in 
the mount, or plan and painting in the breast, after and 
according to which all is drawn and done. It is not the 
flesh and blood you, sitting beside me, that I love ; but 
my dream of you, your possibility, or the at present 
angelic impossibility I know you will become ; and he 
is but a pretended pliilosopher who holds this a bubble 
to prick, or nothing but smoke. It is blown with eter- 
nal breath, and rises from the far unquenchable fire. 
The artist takes not the gross expression in his por- 
trait, but catches the shy, revealing look ; and the hard 
urging on us of any definable historic individual as 
the only example, instead of this ideal, is profanity in 
the gnise of piety. Desecrated by the British in 1776 
and 1776 is the inscription on the marble tablet, in 
Boston, of the Old South Church. Does the theologian 
think he may violate a gi'cater sanctuary and trample 
on a purer shrine, as with his invading dogmas he sub- 
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jects a child's liberty to think N t !y ur thought I 
sacred : nothing sacred in th b de ! I 

God to U3 and God io us. \ m j 11 Peuerh, 
an atheist ; bat his afiSrmatio th t t! e uot i 

beings, but one, alike ours a i G 1 do separ 

or separable divinity, is th i cc 1 g on, wh 

every sort of dualism denies. 

We must have our thought of Jesu3. Even he must ] 
submit to that solvent, which he has made more aearcli- 
ing. If we find that his verbal portrait fills not, or 
anywise contravenes our conception of excellence, that | 
be is not, as Pope says — 



' That fauilliss m 



r which the world h. 



tJien we must stand by our perception, though the j 
fanes of nations and high altars of ages fall. The 1 
river of God, his perennial communication must havo 1 
room, whatever be crowded out ! Onlj- your dam j 
makes it ri^e and riot to ruin. Let it run, it will j 
itself rear grace and safety for its banks I But I 
it differentiates every moment its deeps. No son 1 
of God can be religious for another. Our religioa 
must be a fresh procession of the Holy Ghost. Even 
the glacier shifts its particles in its course down the 
mighty gorge. Like a huge icicle it grows and moves. 
Even the atoms of the rock dance. The pyramids 
stand ; but were not to Egypt what they are to us. 
Nothing can stay I Everything must go. The Spirit 
says, Behold I make all things new. 
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AKOBLE nature-worshipper aaye : I cannot deny 
it includes thee too in its pied and painted im- 
mensity. But, if I am included, it doca DOt take mucli 
space I Tour parlor or my pulpit will suffice as well as 
a continent or solar sj-stem. Diogenes were included 
so in his tub, and impertinent to ask Alexander to get 
ont of his Bunshine. Thomas Browne was guilty of ex- 
travagance : 

" His eyea dlsraomit the highest atnr." 

la the manager comprehended in the parts and prop- 
erties of bis theatre? Is the human actor taken in by 
the world which is all a stage? I imagine the Acad- 
emy held not Plato, nor the palace Bonaparte, nor his 
closet Fenelon, nor the church Luther, nor the lecture- 
room the fine genius I quote. We part with spirit, 
lose immortality, and idolize place and time wherever 
we stoop to limits, or find in the elements our origin. 
We are capable of a devotion that mocks at accident, 
as did Shakespeare's love. Heine says, the old soldier 
of Napoleon, thinking he had committed the unpardon- 
able sin in presenting, by order, his bayonet to the 
(239) 
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breast of the Pope, then n prisoner, remarked he had 
been through hell for his master in this world, and 
supposed be must also in the nest ; but that if the 
little corporal had told him to run his weapon through | 
the body of the Lord, he would have obeyed. This i 
daring to cope with all obstacles and resist any foe I 
shows bow will and fancy stretch 1 Personality is the 1 
widest reach of nature and deepest secret of the mind, J 
Are the tools without, which the carpenter puts forth i 
his hands to, or are they and all the carpentry witJiin J 
himself; and would he not smile at the notion that J 
chest or bouse is more than he? Shakespeare walked I 
the streets of Strattord-upon-Avon and the boarda of I 
the Globe theatre ! Yet, but that we call him aa | 
Englishman, he is an inBucnce that outweighs England^ 
and the world could better spare that island than hia I 
books. AH its population would be a smaller loss tbaa 1 
the characters in his plays which live forever while I 
men and reputations pass like shadows fh>ni Church | 
and State. Broader than the earth's parallax runs his I 
unseen personality, from Caliban to Hamlet, and ttom. 
Audrey to Miranda. They were his imaginations all 
the more as they were purged of his individually. 
Ciesar had no such realm not subject to revolution and 
mortal fate. The Lord must take pleosui-e in ligbtiDg I 
up the earth with a soul whose conceptions blaze into I 
all tongues and stream down many generations, and ;] 
whose going out of flesh must have made some stir 1 
heaven. In such enei^ nature appears but the train. 1 
and appendage of man. But he that despises adoratioa J 
makes her his fetish. Does the Indian think the trail i 
he follows more than a footpath to his enemy ot l 



game, or the wigwam larger tban the tribe? Tlie ex- 
plorer's ship, caught in field-ice, crushed by icebergs, 
with its prow to the pole, is a larger figure to our 
thought than all tlie weary wastes of billow and 
frost. What do our sums, of millions, mean ? Moro 
or leas according to our inward grasp. 

On our idea all waits ; and that idea is no product. 
In some sense, I was born and must die. In some 
sense, my dwelling holds me ; your babe is ia the crib, 
and yonr sires in the tomb. Bat there is an /, by 
which all these contents and consignments arc disal- 
lowed. Before Abraham was I am; I have power to 
lay down my life and power to take it again. I am 
conscious of Eternal Generation, that I am what never 
lay in the cradle and no coQSn can hold, bnt sits be- 
hind smiling at what was brought forth and expires. 
I know I must die? Tb at which knows cannot die! 
The creature that has an end is not informed of it, 
and he that can entertain has escaped his doom. Does 
the owner add to his soil but a lump the more, or build 
bis last mansion out of the sis small planks? We 
Bball all ring that bell, which, to warn of premature 
burial, was put into the hand of the corpse ! It is ab- 
surd to imagine obsequies for my ideas. The least 
part of Talbot, in Shakespeare's drama, was in the room, 
the rest in the troops awaiting his call ; and 1 am in a 
host more mighty that I can whistle to my side. The 
capital of alt creation is in pledge and pawn for each 
farthing. We are heirs of one in whom disinheritance 
were suicide. God is mortgaged to every child, if be 
be more than the old Saturn bj' whom his own off'spiing 
WES devoured. The overweight is in the soul, not the 
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world. Columbus tempting the unknown sea after a 
Western hemisphere to balance the East, casts his shadow 
to the distant shore and beliltles the continents he unites.. 

Human unfolding is into personality ever more pro- 
nounced. Lost in deity? The more we are absorbed,, 
the more we are fouud and find ourselves. The infant 
13 confounded with other persons and things. But out 
of this baby imperfection is developed the character of 
Charlemagne, or Luther, reaching by differentiation its 
union with tlie Moat High, as the root of a tree widens 
with its top. The insect, you crush, shrinks and tries 
to fly ; but has no horror as it gets out of harm's way. 
The man revolts at any term. From the inevitable he' 
would not be constituted by a gracious Power to re- 
coil. Goodness would not create us to gaze all our life 
at our final goal ; and the sense of being enbancea is 
I»roportion to the volume and variety of gift. Shake- 
speare declares no work so firm as to last with tlie 
rhyme of his lover's praise ; and Horace is sure he shall, 
not wholly die. 

This is the curiosity of speculation, that a creature 
should, with its own, doubt its author's eonsciousnees. 
Wliy say Him? asked one of her friend, personifying 
the great Cause. Not, was the answer, that it has 
gender, but being personal, I must personixe my 
source. We are told it is a superstition in Christiana 
to cling to personality in the object of their worship 
while disowning the Jehovah of the Jews, and that 
their Father must go with the Roman Jupiter and Zeua 
of the Greek, the Infinite One not being a person but 
an essence pervading the universe. But what is essence 
if not being and personality? What is pemadintj 
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a travfisty or tranalfition into Latin etymology of wolJc- 
ing through J WhoX is the Inflcite but Spirit? But 
what is person? I'crson ia life. Person is motioD, 
from the faintest atir of the wind to tlic revolution of 
the skies. Person is sounrl, from the lowest whisper 
of a leaf to the surge of the sea and music of the spheres. 
Person is commuuicatiou, from the smallest sign of 
Benac and signal of nature, to the transports of elo- 
quence and the interior voice. Person is truth, from 
the acting of a dot after its nature, to honesty on hu- 
man lipa. Witli an eye fine enough we should see things 
grow ; with an ear fine enough we should hear the noise 
of a beam of light. Personality we cannot avoid till 
we outwit our parentage and escape ourselves. Mat- 
thew Arnold, in that new issue of his " sweetness and 
light," called " Literature and Dogma," ridicules the 
doctrine of a great personal Jirst catise as pure as- 
sumption incapable of proof, and proposes the power 
that makes for righteousness instead. Is Power uncon- 
BciouB? Does it care for the tigliteousness, for which 
it makes? To its tendency is it blind? Not without 
a guidance docs the ship make for port on the open sea. 
Not aside from some wisdom, which we trust more than 
rein or the tiller, do planet and comet hold their way. 
No game of blind man's buff do the thimderboits play 
as they fly. With the Sweet reasonableness, is there 
some philosophic lack in our English author's charm- 
ing pen? Another Palcy in his style, has he greater 
di-aught in his thought? The exquisite taste, that 
pleads for beautj', drops no deep-sea line ; au{l that 
enthusiasm, which is revolution and regeneration, is 
absent from his critical and contented page. 
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Let all the doctors of impcrsoaalitj' understand that 
by the pronoun is no more meant a masculine God thao. 
a male devil. There is a thought, a love, a vision ; a. 
faith and hope for the future, a moral decision and 
action in the present ; and a duty of candor and aano~ 
tity in ■which ia no sex, but equal obligation and aa 
invariable call. lu the Bebg which cannot be sub- 
divided and where all things and persons find their 
birthplace, generation ia without gender. You tell me 
God is not personal. From the unconsoling statement 
how much do I learn? What else is he not? What 
more important quality can j-ou eliminate? What is 
personality but the focus or burning-point where all the 
faculties meet, the concentration in which judgment 
and memory flame into genius, the grip whereiu every 
ability is hui-led to accomplishment ; the property^ 
whose scale, with each new degree, is the measure of 
greatness? When Luther puts churches and king.* 
doms into a new position, it is not by reason of more 
learning or information than other men, but a stronger 
personality to wield what he knew, flinging it at su- 
perstition and ecclesiastical perversion like a eannon-i 
ball. Not by book-worms, pedants, or antiquarians, 
but mighty personages, has the world been puslied on ; 
and the human nature, they decorate and sen-e, honors 
them with the earth for their stage. When Cromwell 
dies, the land is shaken with a storm, a presage for the 
ytate. When Jesus expires, nature puts on mourning 
in a darkness for hours. He cannot go from those who 
would have made him king, but with royal obsequies, 
as for a creator of the world which allowed him so 
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But we must refuse persouality to our deity, because 
■what is personal is flaite? WTiitt is infinite then? 
Power is personality. Schopenhauer resolves the uni- 
verse into will, and there is no more common concep- 
tion than necessity or fate. Because things will be 
as they must, we are not to fear death on the ai> 
pointed or unappointed diiy ; for tliere is no virtue in 
the universe to shift it from the first or bring it on 
the last. The immensity, which we deny to person, 
shall we find in time? It is hut tiie succession and 
sensatioD wliich some person notes and can abolish ia 
exalted moods. Have that plaj- of body and soul, 
■which you call happiueaa or health, yield to the trans- 
port of eloquence, be entrfioced with a voice, exalted 
ty a vision, engaged in tliat jotting of celestial hints 
which we call composition, or the visit love makes to 
iDeauty, or enchained with the spell of land or sea which 
Mr. Webster said would hold him for hours ; and how 
time disappears ! 

"We take do note of time but by ita loss "? 

Nay, its absolute gain is in its entire oblivion. Schil- 
ler's test of superlative merit is its making ns forget 
the clock ; and there is no such damper to a gues 
enjoj-ment, or an orator's zeal, as any reference to it ! 
I have a friend so polite he is never in my house st 
to take out his watch, but aeema to know by instinct 
the moment he must go to catch the train. There ia 
something, better than sidereal time, that seta all 
astronomy aside. The London chronometer in my 
pocket does not vary a minute in a mouth ; but no- 
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body wastes more time than that gentleman wboffl. J 
Frodaham helps to keep it to a second, while, in wine I 
and smoke and pleasure-trip 3, the years run away, yet ] 
often hang heavy on his shoulders as they go. Only | 
npon my vacancy or misuse as gaunt ghosts they in- J 
trude. With my talents at interest and mj- affections | 
in flow, the dates are gone, and no time-table ii 

Is the infinite, however, not in Person, hut in Space? I 
So writes John Loeke. Two things, says one, are sub- I 
lime, conscience and the stars, Bot how unfixed in J 
essence, and accidental to the aoul, is outward exten- | 
sion, every microscope and telescope may prove. 
that boundless, any part or portion of which depends I 
for its size and figure on a lens? How will it look I 
when a different lens, from this glassy eye, is fitted to 1 
that other " machine" which shall be to us? Is that I 
infinite, which shrinks or swells with our fancy, which | 
we blow up like a bubble or throw down and break like 
a bauble, iu our imagination and thought? God is i 
in it ; but it is in God ! Woiight is infinite but life a 
love. I will not put the theatre before the player and J 
the play. 

Wliat shall we dignify as knowledge? The orderlyl 
position we can draw up certain facts in, 
ter or army-drill? But has the feeling which we can- | 
not shake off, of all this amazing scene and soul of ■ 
things we are part of, no scientific worth? Then sci- | 
ence is surface and a phrase, of cant tenns the chief. 
The visible routine is but a rnt or rail for our intelleo- ' 
tual wheels ; and the sjren of our minds is no graceful 
figure, singing to the voyager by the rocks, but thia 
external magnitude we yield to without right. For, 
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when we speak of a country what do we mean? Not 
a geographic term for phjaiual extent and the bounda- 
ries on the map, but the popnlation which to the hills 
aod lakes and sounding shores are but as animated 
mites or a handful of moving dust, less than ants in 
the sand. In the Franco-Prussian war, what was the 
Black Forest or the mountain -chain, to the brain of 
Bismarck plotting what the strategic pencil of Moltke 
drew? A possible nation, like the separate rods in the 
fable of ^sop, armed with executive genius, became a 
fagot, past the imperial strength of France or Austria 
to break! Why should the intellect succumb to size? 
All that is outward is but more or less of the finite ? 
I trust Mr. Tyndall does not think so much of the 
light, though it dart or wave from the sun, as he 
does of the intelligence that untwists and weaves 
again its threads, presses hard on its heels go where 
it will, measures so exactly the rate of its flight, dis- 
covers in darkness but a varying degree of its absence, 
and can extract the sunbeam from the clod, there being 
nought so dark or dense it may not be made to emit 
radiance. I own, it is the experimenter, beyond the 
experiment, I admire. 

Tou refiise Personality as a designation? Is there 
wisdom and no one wise, goodness and no one gracious, 
beauty and no One All-Fuir? Take out the Personal, 
you omit the transcendent. Wherever there is a man 
there Is a God ; for we reject our own being with its 
root! 

Furthermore, interest so attaches to all personality 
that by virtue of the selfhood none can be utterly bad. 
To be is to be good ; and there is uo amount of error 
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and Tice that a. living soul canuot stagger under, ] 
When Mozart's defects are hinted at, the muoical 1 
teacher in Consuelo cries out how proud he were to \ 
have Mozart's faults ! This desert and claim of per- 
sonal being, Shakespeare, whom nothing was hid froi 
marks in "All's WeU that Ends Well." Helen aaya 
of ParoUes : 

" I know him a notorious liar, 
Tbiuk him a great way Too!, solely a coward ; 
Tetth'ese fixed evila sit so lit In him, ^ 

That they take place, when virtue's steely bones 
Look bleak in the cold wind ; withal f\ill oft we see 
Cold wisdom waiting on Huperflaons foUy." 

Our word dissoluteness, to express want of worth, im- 
plies our regard for force of personal character. Not i 
only is one dissolute who is destroj'ed by indulgence in 1 
sensual vice, but whoever becomes nebulous with mys- 
ticism or with unprincipled sympathy sticks to all he ' 
touches like glue, or loses in anj- weak paasiveness Ma 
own power to act or resist. A God devoid of this 
property would drop out of human respect ; for the 
men are held highest in honor who have it most ; those 
who insist on improvement, the obstinate soldier who ' 
fights it out on this line" if it takes all summer, tha i 
monk Luther, who cannot do otherwise than withstand 
the corruptions of Rome, the enthusiasts who not only 
muse, but horseback their enterprise and put their idea 
in gear, the apostles that turn the world upside down ; 
whoever changes the face of things, abolishes the base 
facts, and brings in new heavens and a new earth- 
There are persons in whom tliis agency is raised to the 
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highest power, whose rare vigor compares with ordi- 
nary ability like the dualo or nitro-glycerine, one 
pioch of which is equal to a barrel of gunpowder, 
having an awful and unesplainahle force, no science 
explaining the energj-, known onlj- in its explosion 
that lurks in the palid grains. These are the real 
czars and diikes which begin the dignities that end ia 
titles and empty names ; and herein lies the reason 
against our sentimental view of a deity bent only to 
humor his offspring. Honest witnesses of life's e:jtpe- 
rience protest against the minister's commonplace that 
God is simply good. The perfect man is not simply 
good, but just too, an csactor of right, a tonic to 
brace us, a whip and spur ivhen we flag, a fire in the 
refuse of our field, itke the sou of Agamemnon terrible 
to purify. God is good as he can be without self- 
contradiction and general wreck. For our own sake 
ho fetches us to the ring-bolt of the moral law. Robert 
Hall, being asked for the best description of heaven, 
answered, *■' There shall be no more pain ; " but we 
may be sure there is for the purpose none too much. 
Words are counters drawn from our mortal feeling and 
lot, among them benevolence, to express the eternal 
mind i but there is no word more dangerous than the 
loftiest one, love. God is love. Will yon cover your 
license under that name ; with a white robe of sanctity, 
as a wedding-garment hide your shame, and let the 
ungirt goddess of pagan worship hito the temple of 
your soul? That alone ia personal which out of the 
infinite wind, blowing where it listcth, articulates some 
holy message. A mediieval singer tells the bishops, 
he cares not for the heaven they promise and people 
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witli tlieir like ! Why should he wisli to go thither, 
with the miiffa and dotanls and cripples ; tlie sour, 
disabled creatures that serve the altar ? No ; be 
prefers the other way to hell, where he will meet the 
poets and songsters, the licroea and brave captaiua 
that were the glory of this life, and whose deeds of 
nobleness have become the tale of time ; especially if, 
in escaping those austere celibates and masqned hyp* 
oorites, he can have the society of the woman he haa 
lovqd, Robert Hall, sympathizing with the bi'ftve and 
sincere Priestley, thought himself a materialist too; 
but, at his father's flineral, he asks. Is all of my father 
in the coffin awaiting a general resurrection after that 
of Christ? Nature and instinct proved too strong for 
his creed, and he declares that he buries Jiis material- 
iain in his father's gi'ave. Never are we sceptics, in 
the exercise of stcong affections, in Ihe lieart's flush or 
the mind's motion, or any great undertaking of the 
will. 

All the arts of expression are witnesses that the 
earth derives its interest from its inhabitants, and bor- 
rows more than it lends. Anj' description of scenery 
makes impression and insures recollection not on ita 
own account, but from its connection with wliat was 
done on the spot, the incidental impoi't more than the 
direct. That " dark anil bloody ground," in Kentucky-, 
where savage and frontiersman strove, who, but for 
that fierce trampling of feet, would wish to know the - 
look of? Tliat local crossing, called Harpei^'s Ferry, 
is put by John Brown's raid into the literature of tho 
world ! Who cares for the beauty of tlie Virginia hills 
but for his remarking it as he was dragged to executioa 
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on the sheriff's cart? Bunker Hill and Al>oukir, So- 
bastopol and Vickabiirg, Richmond and Sedan, concern 
us less as places than centres of political decision 
amid the shock of arms. The novelist, Scott or 
Dickens, must not sketch the sitnation ont of propor- 
tion to the part tJieir charactera play ; and Venice and 
Verona, Egj-pt and England, and Denmark, Scotland 
and France are but chambers opened by theatrical 
slides for Shakespeare to display Hamlet and Macbeth, 
Othello and Desderaona, Antony and Cleopatra, Shy- 
lock and FalstaiT, Richard and John. The finest to- 
ix>graphical pictures, of Andes and icebergs, Niagara 
01' Mount Hood, though tlie artist travel for them with 
his easel thousands of miles, hold us not like the 
wayside drawing which has for its motive sume human 
passion, posture or enterprise. An inspired fiddler, in 
crayon, treading on air with bow in hand, shall move 
me more than snowy plains or smoky mountains, the 
pomp of clouds or prairies in bloom. 

Self-assertion, in excess, is a vice ; but for what do 
I renounce the individual save for the nobler personal 
self, devoid of which I have no virtue? If, in sorrow 
or sickness we sink too out of tliat, then no love can 
keep its hold. In such infirmity or insanity the mercy 
is death. Beware of being a baby or burden to lie 
down on yojr friends ! So your mortal charm will 
vanish, and your translation be desired ! In extra- 
ordinary genius or devotion there is nothing personal f 
There is nothing but personal ! How much of God or 
Humanity can a man assimilate and not break bounds ? 
Health and personal ])ower both increase to that point 
which such poets as Dante and Shakespeare approached. 
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Csesar said to the young man that opposed him, I could 
kill jou easier than speak. If all the intellectual force 
in the Divina Commedia, or that supreme English 
Drama could become executive, what a thunderbolt or 
waterspout it would be ! It is said God is more thaa 
person, and must not be judged by any human anal- 
ogy. But how and by what ladder can we get above 
oui' own thought? What empty talk to affirm non- 
peraonality as a positive trait, or attempt in our claasi- 
flcation any genus above our own I The grandeur of 
Chaist's indifferent assuming of the titles Son of God 
and Son of Man, was its implication that there was no 
diversity. What is infinite is the mind, be it aa it 
may, tide or creek or fathomless sea ; and we might as 
well make a boundary between bay or inlet and the 
Atlantic, as between the intellect of a man or instinct 
of a beast and that universal intelligence, which knows 
how much each lower form can bear of itself without 
crumbling its clay. Man is finite? But, if infinity be 
not in him it is out of his reach ; aud those apprehen- 
sions, which are the hands of his soul, grope in t'le 
hollow tomb. No fancy bo groundless as that aiij 
instruction respecting deity can be imparted beyond 
our own idea by the word impei'sonal, as if we added a 
cubit to the Almighty stature, by cutting off our own 
head 1 He is human if we are divine ; and a maa 
could lift himself out of his own clothes sooner than 
conceive an object of worship apart from the worship- 
per's mind, " High as my heart " is Shakespeare's 
pretty phrase for love. If I would not detract trom 
my Maker's dimensions, I must not contract my own. 
Only by my room to accommodate his glory can X 
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honor him. 'Wliat hospitality if the chamber cannot 
ratered by the royal guest? To say he is no per- 
son is not to entertain, but, under cover of conrtesj-, 
insult and turn him away. There is no place for prido 
in what is wanted for self-respect ! Self-disparagement 
is contempt for our author, as dispraise of his work ia 
the artist's disgrace. God is person if we are. If he 
bo not, then, in what ia essential to and best in us, he 
had no hand. 

The merit of any human being is in his own gift. 
If yon would be benefactor, give your peculiarity the 
flavor that cannot be compounded with any other fruit. 
It ia thought a mark of inferiority when the author ap- 
pears in bis writing, as Byron, Wordsworth, Milton, 
draw flill-length portraits of thciliseivea on every page. 
Homer is so absent from his ]ine9 that the works under 
his title have been ascribed to various hands. There 
is no Shakespeare but the name ; only the lovers and 
servants, soldiers and clowna, kings and queens that 
drop from a pen with more magic than Prospero's wand. 
But this is shallow criticism. A diacei'ner of spirits 
will find him in every verse, tell by internal evidence 
the spurious play or passage, and know when you quote 
trom him though he remember not the phrase or ])lace ; 
for the style is the man aud the man in his style. Only 
the detective is wanting. Every artist's proverbial 
sensitiveness is proof how he lives in what he creates, 
and may be found in that lodging. It is an irritable 
race, jealous not only in the same class but different 
orders, the stage and studio^ pulpit and press, all arts 
of expression how envious of each other ! Would they_ 
might know how th^y meet and are sent by the great 



r 



artist to express the same thing I A painter saul : I 
get nothing out of those fellows the philosophers and 
care only for the company of painters. But votaries 
of pencil or |>en, actors or ministera may herd too iimch 
together and so miss the broad culture and central \iaw 
which are conditions of excellence in any special call- 
ing. All vocations are bnt divers jets of one fountain, 
of which every performer ia a mouthpiece, as the apos- 
tles spoke in caany languages when on each of them 
lighted in flames of fire the IIol\ Ghost Rubinstein 
informs the young woman asking his advice : You 
must not play on the keys, — tkaC is gambling ojt tiie 
piano. lie meant that the in^tniraent was but a me- 
dium for that same sentiment which is the sonl of music 
and eloquence and poetry and dramatic impersonation ; 
and this musician's conversation, as his execution, was 
demonstration of the truth. Nothing finer than mu- 
tual admiration among all interpreters of the supreme 
beauty, nothiug worse or more base than mutual eon- 
tempt. 1 require the same respect for mj- etoth yoa 
ask for your canvas ; and do not understand, while I 
honor the gallery whj' you should despise the church, be- 
lieving that sermon .and prayer, like statue and picture, 
have place in the woikl. Friendship in all the profes- 
sions will improve and perfect each one. That might- 
iest of them in the popular mind, which we call 
journalism, has much to learn from the rest, and amid 
the clatter of revolving cylinders should listen while it 
prints, and submit to the correction it so copiously ap- 
plies. Old sceptics and rulers pass ; the editor is the 
only emperor left. The king can do no wrong 1 He 
has this more than royal prerogative, that the preaa 
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can be assailed or resisted only by or through itself ; 
and this strength beeomps more dangerous than a. 
tyrant's when on the point in question all the news- 
papers drop for the moment partisan disputes and form 
in solid column to espel the fault-finder intruding into 
their eminent domain, or conspire to promote some 
sham orproteet a aoeial ci'inie. Types, like gunpowder, 
put the sti-ong and weak on a level ; and anonymous 
contributors slioot behind the publisher like highway- 
men from a hedge, Xo so despicable immorality ad- 
mitted in this age aa the allowance of public charges 
shielded from private accountability. Duelling ia re- 
spectable in comi)arifion with using as a stiletto the 
composer's stick ; and the backbiting tale-bearer ia in 
the neighborhood a amaller curse than the slanderer 
and scandal-mouger who can use a print ing-uifice for 
hia whiapering-^aliery and a continent the sounding- 
board of his lie. A'Daily without conscience is a worse 
calamity than the corporation that has no soul. Any 
fool or poltroon opens under cover of the impersonal 
sheet hia masqued battery on the man he would not 
presume to meet in a parlor or dare to encounter to his 
face, for fear of instant refiitatiou and overwhelming 
sbame. What clouds of suspicion and surmise, now 
80 industriously raised, would be dispersed, and their 
whole generation shut off hy as personal a liability to 
answer for everj- word of the pen as aj'ilable of the lips, 
and some decency and courtesy put for tlie wantonness 
and insolence that prevail. But would tliere not bo less 
independence unless we could lay siege to the fortress 
of iniquity, aa ancient warriors came up to the walled 
town under an immcnae shell? Independence ia born 
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of candor and truth ! Ool.v cowardice burrows and flies 
from ehelter, as an Indian flings bis lomaliawk IVom be- 
liinil a tree, Abraham Liucola was once involved in a 
fuoliah duel for assuming with mistaken heroism the 
authorship of an article not his own. What is manly 
or womanlj' but standing to one's word, like God, as a 
bond or vow ? Put the name to every sentence like the 
signature of your note ! 

It is a just equation to have like respect for person- 
ality in another as in ourselves. Your comment on my 
conduct is : I would not have done so. Well, jfou did 
not ! Are j-ou and I one? Will you confound me with 
or absorb me into yourself? Your personality ceases 
so ; your channel of the Divine meaning is shut, and 
your egotism begins. In the clash of your atom with 
mine, both are bruised, and can no lunger combine. 
"I would have put in a darker background had I 
painted that picture." But you didnot puint it 1 Were 
I you, I should make your foolish I'eraark. The self, I 
prize, is not contained in my bosom ; I see it likewise 
in all. Love of neighbor and love of self are not 
diverse afTcctions, It is my own soul that I wrong ; 
my own flesh that I pierce in my brother ; my heart is 
betrayed when my sister is misled, and it bleeds with 
the wounded brnte, as it did in Jacques while the ' 
and greasy citizens " of the herd swept on and left the 
stricken deer behind. 

To the personal type in each one do justice as to the 
seed of a flower or a gem imbedded, and gleaming at a 
point from the rock. What is perfection but to eluci* 
date it in my breast? Its glory all the host of heaven, 
with crowni, and palms, and harps in the shining man- 



I'tRaoNALrrr. 257 

eions, can but unfold. What marks in the faces of 
youth we see of as yet nnconseious and uodevelopeil 
power! In that niaideq, shy as a fawn or just fledgetl 
bird, is an electricity, latent to herself, which will thun- 
der and lighten by and by. With exquisite instinct 
for truth, Jesus puts the prodigal's grace in iiis coming 
to himself J and Sliakespeare sa^'s, if true to self, we arc 
false to none. Character is but nature brought out, 
O Calvin, if you called the stars a disgrace to him who 
went round to light up their burners, your blasphemy 
were less. Said one to a young girl, You will do noth- 
ing base : but take not the credit ! Noblenesa obliges. 
Kovalia calls character the educated will. It makes 
the multitude of propensities, so apt to become a mob 
rather like the members of an orchestra. But when 
the instruments have been tuned, the grating ceased, 
the pegs screwed up and down ; the strings crack and 
bows rattle no more ; the squeaking and tumbling of 
stools and stands and rustling of books are over ; we 
expect music. No pipe or chord is wanting within, 
though some persons have more trouble than othet's to 
get them into play ; j"et, as Di'. Spurzheim chose a wife 
good by nature instead of grace, by the least artifice 
or affectation the harmony is maiTed. What is dear to 
me is not your will-work and will-worship, what puts 
you out of breath, but what with easy beauty you arc 
and cannot help being. Imitate holy men, says the 
preacher. No, I answer ; copy nobody ! Moral mim- 
icry is failure. I asked my expert friend, has any oue 
composed better than Schubert? Not for our time, 
WBsthereply. lie knew Bach, Beethoven, Mozart, Han- 
del, Haydn, yet kept his own footing, and was himself. 
IT 
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Kenp good company, know the fine persong, read inter- 
eating biographies, analyze the poem and romance ; 
but hark to the secret whisper above all the voices 
with whicli the horizon of history rings. 

But if a man is a beast, a fox, snake, bear ; that 
shall he be? These fierce creatures accomplish their 
purpose without remorse. But tlie liunian serpent, 
tiger or wolf, is ashamed when caught in his tricks, 
The Legislators in the Capitol turn red and pale when 
their votea cast for undue dividends are es[>osed. What 
a terror in Congress was the Pacific Eailwaj- builder'a 
memorandum-book ! A visitor to a famous chief of 
metropolitan corruption found a diamond rolling on the 
public floor, which had dropped from his luxuriouB 
dress. In such careless pomp he indulged while unac- 
cused ; hut he trembled under charges of guilt. Beneath 
what but his better self did he wince? We say of a 
drunkard, he ia not himself; nor is any man when 
transported with passion. Mot in the saint, but sinner, 
is the self suppressed. It is a want of fineness in 
Prayer-book or Bible, lo say Christ was crucified. He 
was never slain ! Ho rose before he expired, and 
needed no fancied ascension. Where he waa and 
wherever he is, is the point to ascend to. As one flah 
or bird drives another out of its shell or nest, and 
takes felonious occupation, so a false changeling self 
commits every trespass or crime. A man, eating his 
savory dish, turned to the lady whom he had not 
helped, and cried, 1 forgot myself. No, she answered, 
you did not ! The wit was against him, but truth on 
his side. The soul without sympathy is a lost child, 
and the rapture of love ia self-poaseBeion. Not yam 
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praise of mo but Pntrance into my thought is my de- 
light. Rurua Clioate feared at the oiiera. he might 
dilate with the wrong emotion ; a President of Harvard 
declined visiting a pictnre-gallery, he should kave'to 
make believe so much; a Boston physician thinks girls 
should be taught in a girl's way, boys in a lioy's way ; 
Mr. Agassiz, every boy or girl in his or her own way. 
With such personal truth, each would find tlie true 
place, &n& tired of living no longer be the epitaph oa 
so many a suicide's tomb. One man's sincere nature 
ia lo act a part on the stage. Only so personating, 
was Garrick quite himself ; and once being missed by 
a gay company was found throwing a negro boy in a 
back-yard into convulsions of laughter as he imitated 
to the life the strut and ci'ow and swelling feathery 
rage of a turkey-cock. Who are these snentists that 
insist we have no j'iglit to a persuasion which we cannot 
deduce from what they obsoi-ve ? If I have a sentiment 
which old scriptures, mystic sentences and noble char- 
acters feed, I shall not before any of their investiga- 
tions ground arms, but carry them my own way. I 
shall teU Tyndall of " Ihe light that never was on land 
or sea," and Humboldt, when he talks of being an 
Insect crawling on the earth, that he reminds me of the 
gi'ovelling verse in the hymn : 

" What worthless worms are we ! " 

The superstition of the shident matches that of the 
priest. Understanding will never rule out intuition, 
nor self-sacrifice defer to calculation, "What is the 
noblest passion iu human nature?" Sacrifice for an 
ideay I wrote. Sacrifice for another, suggested my 
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Mend. Both are sacrifice for the same image in us 
which no science can comprehend, and no sin can erase 
with its fou! die stamped in the story of every tribe. What 
is the sin but a gloomy mask of grandeur ? What makes 
it but an inward decree? Sin is but the sense of sin I 
Does not the mournful knell, the funeral toll, the 
tocsin-stroke, the fli'e-alarm come from the same height 
in the tower as the news of victory, the jubilee of inde- 
pendence or tbe wedding-peal? So the same bells in 
us chime sweetly or are "jangled out of tune." On 
the blackboard of an evil conscience is the demonsti'a- 
tion of the moral faculty. It takes a man to be a 
sinner ! Hawk, kingfisher, goat, leopard, has no com- 
punction. Newton's dog Dia/mond could not be sorry 
for upsetting the lamp among the papers j for. as the 
astronomer cried out, he little knew the mischief he 
had done. The tiger and cobra destroy annually hun- 
dreds of human lives in India without remorse. But 
man reiwnts, and believes, and adores. In every noble 
art or feeling is part of the personality of God. " Put 
me where the north wind may blow over jny bonea 
through the pines," said one I honored when he had 
" accomplished as an hireling his task," and " the 
evening drew nigh, and tbe shadows of flve-aod-aeventy 
years were dark," But no encomiums, thick as ever 
studded Koman arch or Egyptian obelisk, could cele- 
brate his purity beyond all the breezes that over blew. 
Divine Personality I preach. I cannot enter into 
tbe merriment of Mr. Arnold, writing as if not to hia 
peers, at the idea of a First Cause, or even into hia 
ridicule of the Trinity, though it be a dogma I do not 
hold ; for it must have served some end of religious 
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conception and worship, by laws of thought, having 
Bnnk ao deep and lasted so long, thoiigh triplicity 
divide into multiplicity, and all number in deity become 
innumerable aa the wrinkles in what iEacbylus calls 
the incalcniahle laughter of t!ic sea. Am I part of the 
pictnre to my friend? Doubtless while he sits a pas- 
sive coutemplator, and looks. All seems pictnre, on a 
calm summer-afternoon, as I lie on the ground and 
gaze from the headland. Tlie ships tliat had fled to 
harbor from the north-east storm, like flocks of doves 
to the windows, now a long line of rejoieiag ghosts 
troop to sea, which heaves iu vast glassy swells to my 
feet, and flings the snow-white foam of every bursting 
billow high over my head. What is all but beauty 
for me, and what am I less than the centre of these 
mighty circles of the beading ocean, cllr^•ed horizon 
and the arching sky ? If it be picture alone I am too 
small a creature on the canvas to be seen ! But, if I 
start from my posture, straightway the panorama 
becomes an act. Nothing is hung up in a frame to 
admire. All co-acts with me. It is a race of being, 
and the universe a race-course. It is a competition of 
oarsmen, aud we see the judges' boat. " Think ye 
God made the heavens and earth for sport?" No, nor 
yet for any poet's fancy or philosophic surveyor's rod 
and chain ; but for love and duty ; for service and ita 
ecstacy of joy. Hest lias its time, and inspection ita 
charm. Wliat a temptation to idleness is your sit- 
uation among the bills or on the shore? But what 
preparation is ease for work ! The vacuum is a power 
in luechauics, without which no piston would move, or 
car or vesaef go [ and the vacation is that vacuum for 
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the mind. That nature abhors it, waa a foolish prov* 
erb. She loves it, and God is in it as much aa in the 
achoolmau'a fuloesa. In no exhausted receiver does 
his safficiency suffer loss. But only as a base of power 
can we vindicate the void. Who and what is it that 
tells me I am a portion of the painting, to come with 
the dot of my little figure into the field of view? 
Explain to me thia seer whose ej-e is hut the lens or 
pane of glass through wliich tlie prospect is at bio 
command ! Is the observer less than the thing ob- 
served? What is the vision but his; and without 
some visual orb, above or below, what subatance to b© 
seen? I protest there could be no light without th« 
sight it is made by, and one with. If wc go behind 
the organ to the aot we must reverse Darwin's proceas, 
and not derive it from the object, but the object from 
it. The picture I am part of to you, — ^by whom 
designed and drawn ? An artist is implied 
alietch, or the metaphor is false. Are we not pupils in 
that artist's school, who uses not one great pencil in 
]iis solitary hand, bat portrays through us the cnrioii& 
scene? IIow much we create it we cannot toll 
whether without ua, in the one great family of mind, it 
would be at all. 



cries Macbeth, spell-bound by the spectral bloody blade. 
IIow stupidly we allow tlie color or concave of the sky U> 
dominate the living and comprehending mind, and with 
thoughtless chronology put our date after the planet's 
orbit and bulk I If 1 must have outward ancestry a 
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I worm is as good as a world. If I be bom and die hy 

[ tlie Almanac, I care not if the dial be ephcmeron or 

[ Bun. Individual or Person, I am fraction of the inte- 

gral hnmanity. Two things are wonderrul iu the uaita 
I of this mighty sum of rational life tieriving from one 

source ; that, living bo long, they understand each 
other or themselves so little, and get on together so 
well, "Wliat waking and sleeping mysteries we remain ; 
and how by disagreement and diversity we correspond 
and flt! It is sometimes said of two intimates, how 
unlike they are. Fortunately for them ! If each 
repeated the other's talent, were actuated by the other's 
motive, shared the other's humor, swelled his passion 
and desired the same thing, how intolerable their union, 
chafing at every point and wearing them out. iny 
wife, friend, ehild, you must not be me over again ! 
Who could bear always his own company? Who 
would not be disgusted with his exact copy? Tiie 
good Lord in mercy duplicates nothing in his work- 
manship ! We want no fac-simile of aught however 
great or good. One Moses or Jesus or Faul ia enough ! 
We are mutually endurable because we varj- in our 
virtue as well as our vice ; and, like childi-en iu their 
sport of the swing-board, on the fence, are pleased to 
go alternately up and down ; only the plank must not 
slip. By incijuality we arc balanced, and keep perfect 
time of happiness, as by the compensation-pendulum 
our watch loses not a second in a month. Harmony is 
not secured by genius or excellence iu the mates. The 
worst alienations may come between the noblest. 
Paul and Barnabas have so sharp a contention in the 
choice of an assistant, they break asunder on theii 
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missioDaiy tonr ; and, but for the conjugal checks and 
balances of contrasted qualities, all helpmeets would 
be hinderers, and households go to ruin. Wonderful 
steerage of Providence in us, with hand every instant 
on the wheel to make wreck so rare 1 Moan or gloat 
as 3"ou will oTCr the failures of domestic peace, the 
social jars and civil wars ; let me magnify the miracle 
of general concord, and refUae to sacrifice law, govern- 
ment or marriage to your revolutionary whim, which is 
the disorder it pretends ! But no private power will 
save us without the counterpart grace. 

By our overcharge of selfishness we put nature to 
shame. A great preacher names as the distinction 
between the divine and human that the latter la but 
selfishness and the former love. But God ia as dear to 
himself as ia any man ! To be virtuous must we hato 
our own flesh? Infinite benevolence ia pure self-love; 
and the precioasneas to me of my own being is the 
only basis of my equal regard for the lowliest and 
least. Jesus could not have died for Jewish self-wor- 
shippers and despised Gentile dogs, but for the match- 
less eraphasia he said / with, in every sentence, and 
declared he was loved and had glory with the Father 
before the foundation of the world. This self ia no 
vain or carnal thing to be fed with luxury and pam- 
pered with compliment and praise. It is no impure 
or greedy self, but a miracnlona existence, I am yet 
unused to and more amazed at than an infant sur- 
veying the continent of its body and feeling after ita 
insulated limba. This honor and delight in our consti- 
tution it is blasphemy to forbid. " Drive out nature 
with a fork, she will recur," in the most orthodox pro- 
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fessor of hamiliation. Is the bird selfish preening its 
feathera and cleaning its beak on the boagh? You 
Bhall Dot give a bad name to dainty Bcriipulosity, 
against soiling, in one of your own kind. Self-love 
and neighbor-love live or die together! Expel one, 
yoii expel both. Identify them in one affection, and 
you are blessud with your maker. Let unventilated 
cells of monks, diverse from dens of wickedness only 
in name, warn of the dangers of violence to ourself ! 
No more certain is the tidal wave, such as whelmed St. 
Thomas and shook Santa Cruz, in turn to deluge the 
land and lay bare the bottom of the sea, than the 
forcing any deep original affection from its seat to 
devastate the soul. The poise of self with itself in 
another is that water of the river of God that seeks 
a level more even than justice holding her scales. How 
the beam inclines ! 

"If self the wavering balance shake, 
It's rarely right ndjastecl." 

But 'tis a false and not true self. The Tower of Pisa 
was not built to lean, but left as a toy for travellers, a 
curiosity not to be multiplied, and by my engineering 
friend resented as a nuisance and olfence. But what 
leaning towers are many meu ! Let not the salary-grab 
be so notorious, in otir astonishment and blame, as to 
hide hundreds worse beside which the censors may bo 
guilty of themselves. My lady's well-nourished canary 
scatters the seed round its cage, and lets the wild birds 
of the wood come and take these crnmbs from the rich 
man's table. If we cannot " shake our supei-flus" to 
the needy and " show the heavens more just," we must 
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reverse Christ's saying, and confess how mucli better 
are the fowls than we ! We are trusted each with this 
ot^anism of sense and soul on a credit-system riinuing 
to whatever day of judgment. Let us put our talent 
to usuiy, keep our jewel of innoceticy without loss or 
stain, and grow the hundredfold han'est of goodness in 
our field. When this marvellous essence in us is held 
in lilie esteem in every other's claim, then the Creator 
pronounces his work good once mora, and the Father 
is well pleased with his beloved son. 

Admirable in us is the ej'e ; still more the hand that 
reproduces on a surface, in form and color, the view. 
But there is that which cannot be painted or seen. We 
msy get a likeness ; but no portrait of a person was 
ever taken. Am 1 but a picture to the fine essayist? 
Is his pronunciation pictorial? Is he a picture to him- 
self? The Israelites wei'e forbid to make any engrav- 
ing of God. The image we were made in cannot he 
presented. It is idolatry and impiety to put into any 
frame the humblest child. Artists grind their friends 
into paint ; but there is a beauty that resents being 
looked at, is dishonored by analysis, can be Ihrown into 
no crucible, an irreducible residuum above your con- 
ceit of characterization which is such disrespect. That 
somewhat unmeasured in your gossip of words or by 
any tint of your brush is for you to love, revere, and 
cooperate with, and never use for your puriiose, or think 
to describe. It never sits to you 1 We fancy too much 
success in our critical discriminations of eulogj' or 
blame. The personal qualities were never put into 
oration or epitaph. Nero has been misrepresented as 
fiddling while Rome burned ; he was but re-creating the 
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town ! Dr. Cbanning was a proverb for the veneration 
in ivhicb lie held tlic liiiman soul ; yet liis visitors somo- 
timea felt he waa consirlering what lie could get out of 
them for bis theme. But the miinl refuses to be a topic 
of literature or subject of art. You shall not etaro at 
one's face, or peer into the motiooa of the heart. 

Individualism is the present craze. Imlividuality 
is but the termination of a human being. Health 
and righteousness dei}end on the baekgrouud of his 
humanity, as that on the deeper basis of divioitj'. The 
mere individual is a branch cut off fmm the ti-ee of 
life to be cast out and wither. Only when he becomea 
personal is he a man and member of maukind. Beasts 
and birds, fishes and plants, are individual ; but wo do 
not speak of them aa persons. A person is represeut- 
ative of something in character more profound than 
any individuality ; as the word is taken from the mask 
of the actor who played the part of one behind and 
more than himself. We are to enact truth, beauty, 
deity each in his several way. But we enact hell on 
earth when it is only our particular appetites and 
propensities we put on the seeue; yet this diabol- 
ism, of doing every one as he lists, claims to be a 
philosojihy in our day. It panders to iniquity and 
passes itself on credulity nnder the sacred title of 
liberty. But individual liberty and personal freedom 
are not the same. To use liberty as license to do what 
we please, while society, aa an organization, has no 
right to interfere, and it is no other man's or woman's 
business to look after us, will soon bring all the eirelea 
of Dante's Inferno above ground. It is the sad trait 
of our civilization that such self-deception of a shallow 
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Bincerity so widely prevails. How it ia taken for the 
shield of treachery, weapon of seduction, and cover of 
luat ! Sophistry in theory becomes impurity in deed ; 
aDd it i9 the danger of a false radicaiiam in religion 
and society to disintegrate the community. It ia 
reported as a notable and happy circumstance that a 
recent dedication of a building was made not to God 
but to man ! But if atheism be a religion, it is as 
superficial as it is frank. Who and where is the man 
to receive the oiTering and the hallowed shrine? Is it 
the race in general ? It cares nothing for the special 
ceremony or design ! Is it the number present in the 
audience of spectators to consecrate? The Russian 
author, Tourganieff, describes a character who spoils 
with his busy head the simplicity of his heart; and. 
Cotiolanus, entreated by his kindred to spare Rome, 
says : 

"111 never 
Be such a gosling to obey Instinct ; bnt stand 
As if a man were author of himself 
And knew no other kin." 

But self-deif^'ing will never satisfy the human aonl. 
What is man but for One mindful of him? God is a 
spirit ; and truly man is such I Whoever saw man 
moi'e than he saw God? But man is a spirit only as 
he owns an author, whose power is not limited to thesa 
earthly tribes or fleeting generations of time. God 
exists in our idea. Yet our idea reaches beyond the 
nations. When it becomes aspiration, and we sing : 

" All ye bright armies of tlie Kkies," 
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we conceive of nobler formg than ever t pi aero a 
the planet in oar ancestry, or we in onr p t tj an 
hope. We are all delegates from the iv Id f p t 
Of sovereignty let us not talk ! There h b n m a 
and women sitting on thrones ; but eve j i n a 
aervant, and none ever was king. The \ nal tj f 
God is not monarchy, but chief service of all. Crom- 
well and Luther feel onlj- that they are instruments, 
leaders only as they are led. Tlie great president ■ 
said he waited on Providence, and would, not force 
events. But how many jackdaws of philanthropy, 
not abiding Heaven's patience or the alliance of 
time, insist that now or never the good work must 
be complete 1 Thus individual vanity presumes to 
usurp the province of the Supreme. Through what 
periods and processes the wonderful force, which is 
wisdom and goodness, rounds the orb, matures Ihe 
gem and ripens the mind ! Waiting is not to sleep, 
hnt watch the wind and " tide in the affairs of men." 
But the scout and sentinel have tlieir glory as well as 
the besiegers marching to the assault. Masterly 
inactivity is noiseless action. 1 am but for my con- 
stituency and cause ; to show my reason to bo, in my 
errand all my life, running with some message post 
haste ; and the Greek, that died of exhaustion after 
delivering the news of victory, is the type. Every 
man esphea with his despatch. Genius is said to be 
rare. But one man in a million deserves the name. 
It should be universal. It is as common as this repre- 
sentation in every one of the purpose for which he 
exists. One may he a herald, like a trumpeter or 
dnimmer in the army, or a plenipoteotiaiy, like Homer 
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with harp, or Cffisar in the field ; but in the knowledge 

of duty and conscious service is the single stamp of 
honor admitting to the grand peerage; and what is 
the judgment hut ocr final report! On duty? It is 
what we are never off I It was said of one, He is 
nothing out of his own town ; we are nought hut in 
our object. Wheu Jesua came to stir the public mind, 
his countrymen could but think of Elias, or one of the 
old prophets returned. It was the same old business 
he was identified with. What he taught he was ; and 
the superstitions conscience of Herod thought the 
beheaded John had risen for such mighty works. We 
are hut waves or tidings. It was said of an unsocial 
student, He stands for the desert 1 Better for that 
than as a miser, pretender or supercilious jester for 
one's self. The Roman candidate, like modem ones, 
went round for the people's voices and votes. Let us 
heed those which no mortal lips or hands speak or cast I 
But be not slaves of -whoever, in or out of the flesh, 
undertakes to control and rule. Spii-its do you obey? 
What spirits? Spirits, like human creatures, may be 
intruders, tyrants or bores. Keep your distance I Try 
the spirits, and take not their word. They may be 
tricksy or malignant, as well as honest and benign. 
The celestial coursers most be subject to us while they 
draw I I will stand on the ocean's marge and see what 
arrives, the flotsam and jetsam from afar. But I will 
not gather all in my hands, only the treasures, tearing 
the refuse on that sandy shore of the mind, wider than 
any barren beach. To get and give information of 
the heavens is the endless task. We are not here to 
he entertainers or entertained, but for a serious de- 
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sign. Shakespeare, who never misses the mark, starts 
our tears with his most pathetic speech over the jester's 
fate : " Alas, poor Yorick ! " But earnestness is that 
consciousness of an author, which is the only authority. 
Is it the triumph of science to get rid of Gotl? But 
by advanced stages of character and culture the feel- 
ing of Infinity is increased, "When two material ele- 
ments combine, the result is not a compound but a 
simple substance. So in that blending of the human 
with the divine, bj- which we will what is willed in us 
and vrork what is wrought, and mean what is meant, 
and are as God is. 

All persons harmonize, who utter with divers ex- 
pression the same thing. Small critics pounce with 
charges of plagiarism upon resemblances of thought 
and phrase. Carlyle is overwhelmed with the influeace 
of Goethe ; Emerson of Carlyle ; Parker and Thoroau 
of Emerson ; and they in turn have their smaller or 
larger schools. But as tnith is one and the universe 
built by law, the seers and sayers of its beauty must 
be alike ! The Latin poverb might pass. Perish they 
who have said our thoughts before us, were there prop- 
erty for any man in the landscape or the spu'itual realm. 
If similarity of figure or story prove intellectual plun- 
der, the most original writers would not escape ; Chau- 
cer was a robber, Shakespeare the greatest of thieves, 
and Goethe stole on principle and declared he had con- 
veyed everj-thing he could find into his works as a 
bundle on which he had but written his name. Ail the 
poets, painters, philosophers, historians, essayists bor- 
row and lend. I stand on my green tongue of land, 
edged seaward with the ragged cllQ^ and sloping to 
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the west, with smooth grass minglmg with soft sand, 
to kisa the qaiet bay. Tbe bud sinks on one Land, 
and the moon rises on the otlier, as though Libra held 
and weighed the two balls together in her scales. The 
tossing waves on my left sparkle with the pale beams 
that grow brighter and less spectral as the evening- 
shadows thicken and advance, and become yellow 
almost as the orb from which by double reflection they 
are sent. On the right tbe unrippling waters, guarded 
by long reefs from the ocean-swell, and from the stroke 
of the East wind, spread tbeir molten glass under the 
gray sky, curtained with black and crimson clouds. 
Beauty sees its face in that mirror and is not ashamed. 
What measureless liquid depths, what broad stretches 
and fine tinges arc returned from the rival arch beneath 1 
The copy is as good as the picture ; both done by one 
master-hand. But what an advantage with the writer 
that should first put such a scene into words ! Every 
one coming after seems to repeat him, when each 
successor might have as keen a zest and as sure a 
stroke. Did Spenser monopolize the tale ; or Job own 
the situation ; or Tacitus forbid any other narration of 
the facts? Authors are not contestants, but a choir, 
whose score is set down for them by One not pleased 
with their quarrel, and abiding no question of his right. 
As well find fault with a flock of bii'ds in the sky, or 
say the one only knows bis direction who makes the 
foremost corner of their flying wedge, as accuse him, 
who in the troop of writers comes behind, of not using 
his own wings or singing with his own voice. Take 
with thanks every sincere contribution, and forbear ' 
your carping complaint I This minstrelsy of letters 
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comes in bands, as every splendid age of Pericles, Au- 
gustas or ElizabetJi shows. Deeper than art, at the 
springs of nature, the kinship lies. The heavenly in- 
habitants are always figured as in companies that stand 
or soar in accordant action or praise. The Lord is 
gathering and training his performers for perfect per- 
sonation. 

Originality there is none save in the One and All. 
Listening mortals only overhear the music; and the 
bard hums what he catches. No wonder he chants 
like his brothers when it is the same song I lie is but 
an earthly asolian attachment to the heavenly harp ; 
and, as there is but one harmonyf so there is but one 
truth. I have as good a right as anybody to my own 
opinion ? Not unless 1 have hearkened to this upper 
Wisdom ; not unless with a single eye I look at 
the facts and comprehend them in their reason and 
right ! Else my opinion is my crime and evcrj'body's 
bane. The democracy, that judges by number and not 
by light, is the ruin of the State. Universal and indi- 
vidual liberty is anarchy, without the check of law ; 
and if political theocracy be tyranny, personal theoc- 
racy, the divine government in the soul, is alone the 
source of freedom ; and can cause the civil or church 
establishment to be a success. What men arc, they 
communicate ; and thej are nought but in conforming 
to eternal command. We i\ant your knowledge, not 
your will or your whim. You think nothing has passed 
because nothing has been said ; that the minister's 
visit failed because he argued no point in morula or 
theology, as a perfunctory pastor said he never left a 
house without saying a word for his master ; and the 
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orthodox loyalist thinks he most stand np for Jesus. 
But the Quaker silence may lie more eloquent than 
fipcecb. Your look, yonr manner, yonr atmosphere, 
the tone of your voice, the turn of your head, every 
voluntary motion or unconscious gesture, though you 
took no side in any question, told your mind. Your 
presence is poison or a better climate than any tropic 
ihIq, I have nnt, said one, a friend in the world. 
Some secession from divinity, Bome sin against the 
Holy Ghost is in such account I Only they are forsaken 
of man who are forsaken of God. 

Every great Person has his following, is a. magnet 
stuck round with steel filings, a comet with a lumin- 
ous trail. The Highlander spoke of Fergus Maclvor 
" with bis tail on," meaning his retinue in arms ; and 
persons are the glory of the world. Splendid things 
wa remember in the scenery of this theatre of land and 
son. But what are the stage properties to the actors, 
the fine people we have known and tra^-el after, more 
than to behold pyramids or hills? Though small in 
figure they inelndo the landscape that seems to contain 
them 1 Vaniahed, they surround us still. In the mid- 
night watches their faces shine. They cluster to keep 
my piilow from being louelj'; and I entertain the 
vision with shut eyes for a " bliss of solitude," King, 
with his Italian climate in the New England frost; 
Peabody, with his settled good-will, like a law of 
nature ; Ghanning, dissolving the visitor into his theme 
with his musing air ; Taylor, flaming to every man at 
a touch : Allston, pale as if just risen from the dead, 
and bright as an angel detailed like Uriel for some 
task ; Lowell, who filled parlor or temple with his love- 
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beaming eyes, and put hia geniuB into a look and tone ; 
Greenwood and Ware, that might have been " of the 
Twelve"; Greenougti, cast in a finer mould than any 
of his nobie works ; Webster, wbo was ia his prime 
the State, and Loring, the l>est of whose unspotted 
days were hia last ; Dabney, consul and conscript 
father, beloved ruler and patron of health in the island 
of Fa3'al ; dear and gracious women with no printed 
record because a better Book first got their names ; 
they all gather around too clear to the inner view to 
need other manifestation, and with a claim whofe title 
becomes obsolete with no lapse of time. Do I recall 
and cherish what the Power, that begot and bore, has 
dropped and forgot? Is there but ostrichnDblivion ia 
the heavens of that nobility of conscious being which 
alone can justify the building and furniture of the 
earth? Does God amuse himself with these fireworks 
of the soul, and then let them sink like the blazing 
rockets and sparkling wheels in the festival of a summer 
night? Nothing so much as personality deserves to 
abide ; and were true persons more common, there could 
be of their continuance no doubt. It is no bodily res- 
urrection of Jesus, real or supposed, which is notable ; 
but his disciples' inability to imagine him dead 1 Every 
grand personage secures its own perpetuity. Only 
when we depend Cor our iniportanee on our forward- 
ness, creeps in uncertainty of our fate. What you are 
is more than what yon say. Withhold not your testi- 
mony ; but mistake not for it your ambition, imper- 
tinence, spite and conceit. I'ugnacity is the most 
contagious disease, and sure sign of an inferior mind. 
Let ua have a new Beatitude : Blessed are they who 
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make no remarks! God's witnesses are i 

or scolds, and they only stand for him whose silence 

meana more than their spcecb. 

But put no indiviilufll fondness for the divine love of 
all ! What ia my handful of friends, ov household of 
idols, to the human race? All are immortal or none, 
said Abraham Lincoln ; and I confess my preference, 
not for great companj-, but common folks, FolJis are 
better than angels, said Fatber Taylor. The people I 
meet in my walk refVesh me more than the famous 
guests at your fine club or exclusive dinner. I lore 
mankind more than any of its members. The good- 
will of the neighborhood, said one, I covet more than 
the fame of Shakespeare. I gazo at this living pan- 
orama of humanity, as it unrolls, till statesmen and 
monarcbs, bishops and authors, seem no more than 
foam thrown up a little further from the lieaviug sea. 
What we call I'evolutions afl'ect the mighty deep of the 
human heart less than tiie storm does the o<iean from 
whose bed it tears some bits of rockweed to float on 
the surface of the bay. The genius of the great mod- 
em French painter. Millet, has chosen to represent 
what adorers of rank consider low life. On a bit of 
canvas he sketches a girl knitting coarse stockings ; a 
cane near-by stands for the grandsive ; and the second 
generation, betwixt her and him, is shown in certain 
ghostly iron mallets of laborers far off, with perfect 
action hammering stone. Why did I pass bj" tiie his- 
tres of dress and fashion in other pictures, on the wall, 
to brood over tbis? For the same reason that equip- 
ages and gay dresses in the street are as the idle wiud, 



PERSON AI-ITY. 277 

while every mower in the field, and babe at the window, 
and toddling !!ax-head at the door, win regard. 

But why celebrate persons, when on laws alone we 
can rely? Are not all persona subject to chaiige, and 
more fickle than fortune in their mind? What ft his- 
tory of tlie world, in failing friendships, and love that 
grows cold, while the ordinauuea of nature never vary 
from their track ! But, though deceived a thonaand 
times, we must confide ! Credit in business is a neces- 
sity, and can be destroj-ed by no whirlwinds of disaster 
or number of cheats. Nobody ever leaned, in hia heart, 
on a law ! We have to tallc of the bosom even of God, 
whom with Job, though he slay, we tnist ; and, how- 
ever human fellowship betray, we believe in a possible 
truth to us of creatures like ourselves. We only post- 
pone the reality as we sing of " the land of the leal," 
But actual loyalty, prevailing over treachery, alone jus- 
tifies any annals of mankind ; and the circle is not only 
lowest, bnt narrowest, for the traitors in hell. The 
multitude of the faithful makes us not ashamed of onr 
race. Uow many a picture of fidelity, rising to the sub- 
lime, is not alone the glory of earth, but oar best proof 
and prediction of immortality ! Affection is no pretence 
or passing dream j people are truer to each other than 
to themselves. Permanence of sentiment, to match any 
intellectual veracity, is tbe charm of romance ; and the 
poet well draws from womanhood its main illustration. 
Love is so the maiden's life that, if she cease to be 
beloved, she declares, in the play, she will not love 
herself! Such a drama goes not beyond the fact. 
Wherefore the beauty, she ia born with, or the attire 
it is set off by, but to win the feeling she e^asts in? 
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Without devotion in mortal fellowship, were no eter- 
nity of goodness, wliicli we call Gotl ! In a cold stat- 
ute, though everlasting, is no support for the soul. For 
sustenance there must be response I To our pulse some- 
thing must beat back, throb answering throb, to give 
the sense either of satisfaction or repose. Nothing 
short of infinite sympathy the spirit in us asks ; and 
what is that but universal personality ? All the cun- 
ning processes of matter cannot content tlie mind with- 
out the cheer of companionship, in kindly regard, and 
emulous honor for every great and good cause ; and, to 
the cynical question of Mr, Carlyle, what decree there 
ever was that we should be happy, against the irony 
of fate, we boldlj" reply, a command from the founda- 
tion of the world, before tiie morning stars sang to- 
gether, by Him that lit their lamps. 

In this delight of the spirit we have no merit. But 
one thing is worse than feeling holy, and that is to say ; 
lam holier than thou! Not aloud, or with show, but 
silent and lowly is the good work. As the lightning- 
rod not only conducts thunderbolts to the ground, but, 
without noise, through its tliousand angles and points, 
draws the electricity from the air all the time, so a true 
soul discharges the clouds of wrath without harm, and 
by perpetual restoration of equilibrium protects the 
house. Jesus needed not to get up out of his grave- 
clothes to bring life and immortality to light : the noble 
temper always announces the blessed destiny. Do you 
never have a doubt? asked one, of her friend, as he 
prophesied a better tot. If I do, he answered, it comes 
from my senses, never from my soul. 




PRAYER. 



WHAT have we to say why sentence against it be 
not pronounced ? Tlie won<ler is that any one, 
especially in public, prcsmnes to praj ; and so faulty 
and nnsatisfying is the peiibrmancc, it is not strange 
to fall back on a recitation, and have I'eoding of prayers 
in the church ; the real at^iment for a litui^* being 
the failure in his office of the priest. God has been 
rightly entreated of eld ; Imt none are equal to the 
communion now, as the how of Ulysses could not by 
his successors be bent ! So we reix-at anil rest in tlio 
devout sentence, and make tlie Cathedral arches ring 
with ancient periods, which, with strange solecism, we 
call Collects for the day ! But do wo not live in a new 
day, have our own requests and wants? A petition for 
safe return from sea was the nearest that could he 
found, when one had heeu drowned in a canal, to meet 
the case. I knew a chaplain in a Legislature try his 
hand at extemporaneous utterance in vain, and after a 
little stammering, run into the familiar verbal rut. I honor 
David, and Job, and Agustine, and Athanasius ; but why 
should they take the words beforehand out of my mouth 
and make a memory of my fellowship with God? Let 
(279) 



me treasure their beautiful piety, but not substitute it 
for my own, for there is no prosy or pairing off in the 
closet or at tho judgment ; and that ia but a nominal 
temple into which all the closets do not open, and every 
arch and rafter of which private sincerity does not turn 
and lay. Caw, cam, came the sound of the crows into 
Hiy open window one summer morning, as I was read- 
ing aloud the Hebrew Psalms, for a satire on the 
ecstacies that must be salted down with all their 
anachronisms, obsolete occasions, dead histories and 
dreadful curses instead of my fresh aspiring and season- 
able praise. Is the religious sentiment an antiquity, 
and the fashion of its offering a curiosity like a bit of 
carved work from the shrine at Jerusalem, or a gem or 
statue in a crj-pt of the shrine, or out of the river's bed 
in Galilee or Rome? It is not strange that science, 
with its strides into surprises witliout end, should in- 
Bnlt the worship that is but a precedent, a reference to 
former custom, and a feeling settling on the leea. 
Shall we be content with the dregs of the once so de- 
lieione draught and the crumbs of the fable, or come 
guests to a feast newlysprcad and served, alHrming our 
own right to a seat? At least the philosophic pretenoe 
of ridicule on prayer let us brand as shallow and false. 
As well prove there ia no place or use for breath as 
disown or refute a deeper inspiration! It will not, 
the naturalist tells us, alter the laws. It need not, for 
it is ouo of them, we reply ; and that is the superstition 
and superficiality which puts the laws and the Power 
whose word tbey syllable, quite outside the humaa 
frame, and makes an idol of the world by parting it 
from the aoul, when we ourselves are but sprays fh>tQ 
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the root of the universal self, and our consciousness 
but a shore for the dashing of the boundless surf. 
The waves are many, but the sea is one, without which 
the smallent billow or foaui-bell could not exist ; and 
I am either an excrescence, or a particle of the Infinite 
life and portion of its incessant healthy growth ; for 
God is growth, and no ahsolute immntableness or 
full stop, fle comes to consciousness in the human 
mind; all difference r's in quantity, not quality; and I 
can do lehai Imust, are maxims of the modern German 
wisdom which do not disparage Deity in exalting the 
divinity, the soul is born of and conceives. When a 
young man driven by impulse or withheld by aloth, 
saj-s, I cannot, he knons he can ; for there is no limit 
in ns to the moral [jower or banit we draw on, which, 
unlike that in a gambling-den, cannot be broken, and 
has a deposit in our favor we cannot exhaust. 

Prayer is the draft always honored ; and let the 
reformers wlio would convict and banish it as an of- 
fender of law consider their task ; what they must 
exscind from the dictionary and daily speech, what 
lines they must leave out of poetrj', and to what muti- 
lations subject history ; to what achievements of he- 
roism and triumphs of the martyrs that have sprung 
tVom its power we liave no title ; of what tests, with no 
subslilute of actual glory and present joy, we must 
straightway be dispossessed. Mr. Bowdler gave us an 
expurgated edition of Shakespeare dropping certain low 
words. But sceptical science must furnish an expur- 
gated edition of literature omitting its highest exprea- 
eions, and of human nature without its noblest exercise. 
Physiologists have wondered what might in the ani- 
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njal organism be the nse of the spleen, wliich Tor temper 
ia auch a had name. But the utility of devotion were 
a different point of debate. The fox who had lost hia 
tail in a trap pretended to hia fellows it was for heaaty 
he was thus cut short ; and prayerless men may plume 
themselves on their deprivation of the adoring sense ; 
but it is no addition, rather a, misfortune if not a sin, 
and as fashions in dress have been invented to hide 
deformities in the person, fashions in philosophy may 
conceal defects in the aoul. This seeking alter our 
source may be newly directed or described, but will 
not under any disappointment cease or fail. Schiller 
says that had there been no Western continent to bal- 
ance the world, a shore would have i-isen to Columbus, 
created by his faith, on the interminable main; and 
were there no God or Heaven in fact, they would exist 
and spring forth to the sublime confidence in the human 
breast. 

Jiut d P 3 ng mak a y d ff euce ; in river or 
t 1 n d g! t t! d ] lague, the path of 

th n b f th } what of Moses and 

J h a 1 Fl th f 11 v.\\i Prayer is defined 
d b t w th d n f 1 a ter our wishes die, 

al ntthmau f 1 gnity their infre- 

quency? As we grow inwardly, we no longer say, I 
wish : we conform to the order, as good soldiers we 
fall into line and become vehicles of justice, mirrors 
of beauty, tools of truth, every one content to be an 
inch of sei'vice-pipe to the purpose of the whole. Let 
us not whimper, but submit to our fate I But what ia 
fate? It is somewhat spoken, a voice; and what is 
prayer but a diWne utterance, which is a difference, if 
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it make none, in things. Human activity alters not 
law, but prodncea it. What an arrested development, 
but for this little actor, were the world ! How, aller 
the ncbulouB planetary mass left by the shrinking of 
the sun, and the huge ferns in the primeval air, and 
the monsters that floundered or sprawled, did it get on, 
but by its inhabitant's will to fetch into existence, by 
breeding and crossing, new ereatuiea auci plants, and 
with art and architecture, sails and oars, linsbandriea 
and mines, matce an earth Adam would not recognize 
should lie return? What he does ia aa solid part of 
the globe as the rock and clod. The dories that are 
rowed under my cliff, the yaclits at their moorings, the 
fishermen hanging by their killoeks off the ledge, the 
anchored colliers and lumberers in the bay, aad ships 
under canvas, seem part of nature, and predestined as 
much as the billow and coast whose harmonious tone 
and color they take. Creation is not substance, but 
form, as in the cattle of England, and azaleas many- 
colored as the rainbow. Are the pigments proper 
creation more than the pictures, tlie stones than the 
temple, the marble than Michael Angelo's bust? Man 
is creator or co-creator ; matter the stuff, whose fulfilled 
design ia his answered petition, Luther being right that 
to labor is to pray. The aspiration IVom the jelly 
which shall not end iu man, is but prayer in a web 
wliose last thread can never be wove. The instinctive 
yearning in the dog and horse to break bounds, as in 
tlie ilsh to jump out of water, with a longer tether an 
we are conscious of the stir of cherubic winga, is in- 
grained supphcation, an inarticulate Thy will be done.' 
for that will is not something to bow to and he crushed 
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by J it ia no bent brow over the bier, feint heart in 
sioknesB and pain, or consent to death and nonentity, 
but ascension and transfiguring, Christ's mount and 
Jacob's ladder. Destiny is climbing its rounds I Why 
despise the monkey when we are prehensile still, witi 
a hold that lifts to new views while it transforms the 
once leaky house Biaukind lived in ? " Father, forgive 
them, for they know not what they do ! " I know not 
that omuipotenee changed to the murderers for those 
words ; but, as mei-cy, it was expressed. The unresistk 
ing and cnresentful sufferer, who had carried the cross 
he hung on, shook the world with that imploring 
breath. Small execution had the two swords done 
with Peter's cutting off the servant's ear, leas than 
Christ's ordering the weajxin back to its sheath. Jesna 
stretched not forth his band which was nailed to the 
tree. For it to quiver was stronger than to smite. 
Nothing was left him but to pray, and iVom sncb 
prayer for pardon to the worst wrong, in his helpless 
yielding, passive acting and mighty impotence, came 
Cliristendom, new religion and modern history. Chris- 
tianity is more than a mode of belief. It ia a move- 
ment of life, a tendency of the race, modern civilizsr 
tion i and none stray flirther than those who mistake 
the abstractuess of their thought or generality of a 
phrase for superiority to the concrete facts which are 
the issue of living power. God is concrete in things, 
not a notion of the mind. Is religion more than 
Christianity? As a generic term it is; as animal is 
more than man. Bat man is more than animal as b 
type ; ^nd Christianity, while less than religion aa a 
name, may be more indeed; for words are vessels 
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empty or full, and the apples of gold are DOt always in 
the dishes of silver. Jeaus, as an individual, did not 
contain the human race, but the divine sonship he was 
pattern of ie more than all the numerical mankind ; and 
the crucifixion was a praj'er greater than its back- 
ground of the sky, and with audience beyond it. 

The argument fails, of law against prayer, because 
there is no final statement of law, of which the 
scientist is but temporary clerk or provisional bishop. 
There is no conflict of laws, could any one tell ua what 
they are, and whatever act conflicts with them is vain. 
But, if there be any law of human nature, it is this 
hunger and thirst for righteousness, this longing for 
something better, this inhaling and exhaling and con- 
spiring with its cause, which has no measure or parting 
from, more than breath from the air. The unspoken 
invocation, which bej-ond sentences from the litauy is 
prayer, is also power, which no rule of utility, general- 
ization of results, or calculation put for conscience can 
match. Ou considerations of prudence we let slavery 
alone. They, who tried to forecast the issue of a 
breach with it, saw only a pit of blood. Into what 
pathos and sublimity of fancy, to rival Milton's des- 
criptions of hell, Mr. Webster's eloquence in that direc- 
tion rose ! The mistake was, not remembering that 
dutj" goes beyond sight. When we were driven by the 
spirit to fight the devil in that wilderness of sin, our 
feet trod the only path of safety, though to mortal 
vision overhung with mist of logic aud dust li-om the 
strife of words. The understanding is au atheist when 
it contradieta the moral sense which is no balance of 
probabilities, but the voice of God. To him, impelling, 



OB wtighing, must be left. Who would have forccauC .| 
a deeper feeling now at the South of the cun 
slavery than abolitionists conld express, as none known I 
what a cancer is but ho from whoso flesh it has been | 
cut ! One maj' surmise the providential permission of J 
slavery to cleanse the nation, else dissolved in the lux- 
ury of unbounded material success. Our order of J 
nobility was instituteil when all that passed among ua I 
for prosperity and rauk became joyful sacrifice and I 
atonement for sin ; and hencefoiIJi our dignitj' i 
wealth, but its use. Once riches was bowed to ; now J 
it must build colleges and halls and beget charities, to ] 
win respect. Sc!f-conseqiience feeds on consequence ; 
and consequential people lose their root when the com- I 
mon reverence is withdrawn. So opulence learns how d 
large part is beneficence of the Worth of ita pile, 
long as humanity finds its meaning in divinity, bounty 1 
that looks to no dividend is supplication in the ] 
best form. When we are happy in our situation, wa I 
feel we must pay some tax and toll of work or alms to I 
the general good ; as the monk seeking his cell anf] 
ascetic wearing liis hair shirt in token of obligation, 
interest us more than any in fine linen and sump- 
tuous fare. Tasks are the bead-roll of true devotion i 
and my prospect of island and beach and the open s 
breaking in thunder on the reef, with the green wooded I 
horizon's belt, and buckle of the blue oQlng, is no de- 
light but a rebuke, if I omit my daily stint. What is thia 
element, we live on more than pleastu'c or a feast, aa 
the tree thrives on ether more than earth? Momentary 
breath is more important to the body than occasional 
bread ; and this impalpable element of communion 
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tarns to a solid fVame. The Lord lets not Elijah stay 
in his cave, but Beads him out to anoint a king. Says 
a late writer, thought is will in solution and will is 
thought expressed. So faith is potential work and 
work resolved faith, and prayer emptj- wind till tran- 
substantiated for its true answer into deed. Said 
Eliza FoUen, I could die with pleasure hearing the 
slave was IVetd. Of the world I can make but an 
affection of my constitution j but moral gravitalion is 
a higlier law, to hold though the bands of Orion be 
loosed. The North and South fought a war not only 
of arms, but petitions that crossed in the aky, and we 
know which were scattered on the breeze. What 
prayer-gauge can make these deei>sea soundinga? 
Prayer is not an experiment hut an act for which tho sky 
is not a closet too big. God, thou must heaT me, cries 
Luther. My prayer shall prevent thee, says David, as 
though it were a force on God, as in him it is. The 
prayers of the pilgrims fanned the sails that brought 
ue, in possibilitj', to these shores. Not fruitless this 
address, we move, to the throne. To try its eiHcacy 
by using it for part of the patients in a hospital-ward 
were like determining spontaneous generalioa by ex- 
clusion of life, not knowing in what atoms beneath 
heat or microscope it may lurk. Christ's prayer, parU 
ing with his friends, or the Lord's Prayer, as real as what 
raised the Alps or scooped the Atlantic, has built and 
painted and carved, overthrown pagan shrines, and 
reared from old fragments of art or nature St. Peter's, 
Strasbourg and Cologne. In this insolent play, as of a 
chemist's acids and alkalis, with God, not only the 
appointed petitioners for the appointed subjects might 
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pray ! Far-off homes, crews that took not the fever, . 
comradeB not wounded on the field, fellow-Bufferei'B 
within or travellera by the walla, whom aii appeal 
might come to as from the Captive Knight in the song, 
solitary kneelers or public reciters, implovers for resigna- 
tion more than restoration, would disturb the : 
conditionB of j'our philosophic test. Shall not the 
wretched pray for themselves and teli their tale? 

"Give sorrow words : the grief that does not speak, 
Whispers the o'erfraogM heart nod bids it break." 

The call for consoler, priest or doctor, as well as to Sou 
or Virgin, is praj"er. Walking the street, said my 
friend, I wished to stop the people and inform them I 
did not feel well ! Sitting ou a door-stone in Florida, 
while the crowd passed by, a dog was the good Samar- 
itan that noticed my asking look and licked my hand. 
At our wit's end it is as natural to beg, as to bank our 
house with turf. Do sceptics witness mortal agonies, 
or lay away their dead, and bleed inwardly with no Buch 
stir? Can we see the civil elements boil, or nations- 
fence with long foils across the sea, and crave no bless- 
ing on the just? But selfish or sectarian entreaty 
is not prayer. We have had no raffling, said a w 
at our Fair, yet our receipts are short, and we think 
God owed us more success. Doubtless God had hia 
reasons, and was not the huckster she supposed 1 
famous Orthodox preacher thinks men have too mucli 
sympathj' with God. How, said one of his brethren, 
Dr. Channing would have been Bhocked at such a 
saying ! But too much sympathy there is with the God 
of Calvin, who covenants and dooms. Suspend your 
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devotions till their object improves I Even by the snp- 
position that he is a trace-breaker and liar, some 
arc DOt troubled. If, declares a popular clergyman, 
the Christian faith be a delusion, it is a blessed delusion. 
But confidence in our author is the only piety, and 
conscience were not worth having if it made " cowards 
of us all," when courage and heroism are its proper 
effects. But prayer for private advantage is a lotteri' 
and gambling policy. Haydon, about to paint a pic- 
ture, prays for success. If be wanted God for an 
accomplice in eScelling others at the cxliibition, his 
prayer was naught. A physician aflSrmed he prayed 
before he prescribed. Could he so atone for want of 
discrimination in his drug? Clovia promises if God 
wilt give him the victory over the Alemaunl he 
will be a Christian ; Jacob vows if the Lord will go 
with him, He shall be his Lord, implying otherwise he 
might bestow his favor on some other deity ; Luther, 
baffled, demands to know of God if he is dead, and 
Lincoln resolves if we win a certain battle to issue the 
emancipation proclamation. What compassion the 
Power may have on those th at would make terms with it 
who can tell ? We prize the prayers of the good : " Pray 
for me," writes Fenelon to the bereft lady ; " I have 
great faith in the prayers of the afflicted." Humility 
is the door of heaven ; presumption knocks in vain. 
Egotism is a bar, and sensuality a blind. But we must 
not pin our faith in principles to our faith in men. If 
the standard-bearer fall, we follow the standard. If 
those who sit in Moses's seat prove worthless, let 
us not despise the precepts of Moses I The old Cath- 
olics in Germany shear the priest of his pretences ; and 
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against false mediators it is in order to assert immedi- 
ate right. 

Public pra3'er is a problem ; the Liturgy is an open 
confession of its im practicable nesa ; yet despite Christ's 
rebuke how the pharisaic length and repetition are 
maintained ! It is hard to bring sick-beds, cofflos or 
any privacies into large courts and mixed assemblies. 
When in my youth five notes were pladed.in my hand, 
asking the interest of the congregation in all kinds 
of bereavement, no syllable of which I knew, I was 
thrown into a posture of mingled tragedy, comedy and 
farce, and resolved never to aak any assembly, like 
hired mourners, to consider ray distress. In a general 
woe, which no arms can lifl;, we take refuge in the Lord's 
Prayer. Yet, however brief and simple in utterance, 
the joint yeamitig will have room. We cannot see the 
flowera fade, and not implore the human spring. If 
you can hush every hearl^wiah for the future of your 
kind, then be consistent, make thorough work, and sup- 
press yonr feeling after God. Stop the pulse and com- 
mit suicide on the instinct of worship J But nature is 
no self-destroyer. "Ton must think tliis, look yon," 
says the clown who brings the asp to Cleopatra, " that 
the worm will do his kind " ; and it is generic for man, 
who is no worm, to aspire to his source. If it be a 
mistake, building and meeting are pact of it; the 
belfry is reared in mockery and rings out vanity ; every 
spire points not to heaven but a void, and our constitu- 
tion is a lie which the Former tells. But this accosting 
of divinity for strength, not to revive or recover, but 
be willing to fade as a leaf, with faith to rise out of 
ashes and dust, is so sublime it will not lose credit till 
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it is proved that he who formeti the eye canuot see, and 
he that planted the ear cannot hear. 

It will make no difference? This the plea of fatal- 
ism, that nothing will make any difference, and as the 
proverb goes ifc will be all the same a thousand years 
hence. Bat it will not be so, unless freedom be a name. 
Every genuine act, man ia capable of, will make a differ- 
ence, and speech as well as work is an act of the miud, 
Ja labor a condition of transformation? So with equal 
title is prayer. As well say electricity makes no de- 
ference in nature as that spiritual magnetism is nought ; 
and how foolish the confluement of prayer to craring 
particular things which wisdom may withhold I The 
devotee never comes back empty, whetlier with wliat 
he definitely asks or not, for he alwaj's leaves the alter- 
native in heaven ; as Saul goes for the oxen, and gets 
the kingdom. It is not irrational or immodest to judge 
of the dignity of a thing by who does it ; and it is pa- 
triarchs and lawgivers, and poets and psalmists, and 
prophets and apostles, and saints and redeemers, that 
pray. Genina is prayer, a certain openness and pe- 
cnliar receptivity, like an inlet from the sea or Gulf 
Stream, or npper current the aeronaut is borne on, as he 
hopes to be, across the Atlantic : it is the power to put 
one's self in the celestial breeze, Cowpcr besought to 
catch in his sails, or on that river of God the Apocalypse 
describes, and be sensibly carried, as one rides on an 
engine, with the revolution of the world ; for the star 
anch men as Napoleon speak of is not an orb whose 
sparkle we see afar, but whose might and motion we 
turn with ! The prayer without ceasing is for that, which 
e cannot reach, to attach itself to us and bear our soul 
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as the planet whirls the body on its way ; and this 
truly called transport, for it is the trance of joy, tl 
pure and perfect satiafaclion of accomplishing thi 
ends of our own and of all being. The great actors^! 
composers, singers, reformers, have in the times of their 
visitation this delight of fellowship with the heart of 
the nni\erse, that what they say and do, all was meant 
and made for, and they are spies of the host above 
and conspirators with God, whose bidding they seek 
and hint they obey. Try the experiment of takinj 
away prajer from literature to have some notion of' 
what it were to take it away from life ! The lack 
Shakespeare, accoiding to some critics, comparing him 
with Homer, Dante or Milton is of the leligioas sense ; 
that he repicsents human nature broadly, but on it41 
earthly side, and turns the world into a great plaj> 
house, as though the heavens and earth were made fc 
sport. But remove even from his pages all rerereQ< 
in his characters to the supreme disposer's will, am 
what mutilations would mar and spoil the plots ! Hoi 
Hamlet and Macbeth and Measure for Measure 
Julius Ciesar and Henry IV. and The Tempest ani 
Midsummer Night's Dream would limp and lose aom< 
of their pregnant passages and graudest lines ! Onli 
the mechanical necessity, which has come in with the 
modem irruption of material science, blocks the way to 
the altar ; for, when physical causation 
preme, the machine is no longer to us, but we to the 
machine ; and the last insanity of making the mind an 
accident of matter is worse than the first of holding 
a mere contrivance, at the mercy of miracle, the mal 
rial laws. Genius is sanity ; for it links ideas 



J 



I 

L 



293 

conduct and puts laws in gear ; but the science, that 
Bubordinates t!ie soul to its sun'onndings, is crazy and 
out of health, and must be taken to the aaylnm at last. 
Could it sweep away the instincts and intuitions and 
spontaneous motions of our nature, it would annihilate 
that for whicli all its own discoveries and illustrations 
exist. Without a living immortal principle to serve 
they were a senseless, worthless mock. If the upper 
and future vanish from her march, 

" Let Science smile not on licr conquered fleldl 
No raptnre dawns, no triamph Is revealed," 

and it is not easy to imagine that those who with 
lunatic glee would exult in such ravage and waste, 
have ever inquired why or at whose direction or for 
what end they are investigating at all, or who these 
curious investigators themselves are ! The showman, 
as he brings out one beast after another, in his travel- 
ling circus, describes iti^ispecies and origin in some 
Asiatic jungle or African wild. But our explorer is a 
strange territory and uninhabited desert to himselfl 
Did the Norsemen, before Columbus, find out this 
western shore ; and some tradition, to rob him of glory, 
reach the Genoese ? It was a less achievement than to 
know one's self; and penetrating to the fountains of 
the Blue or White Nile a trifle to finding the spring 
and head-waters of our own being. Is it, of any voyage, 
the vainest attempt? The North Pole lurks still in ita 
obscurity of frost or flood ; but holy men feel theii" 
oneness with their source, and all the sublimities of 
history lie la the fact, while every smaller crisis dis- 
closes the same flnal call. Ethan Allen demands the 
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Burrender of TicoDcleroga iu the name of God and the 

Continental Congress ; and no doubt in the terms of 
his summons tliere was weiglit, as there always will be 
whenever they are proposed with right and sufficient 
stress. 

Prayer is an appeal for the just decree. Is the 
Bcntence writ already in the eternal book? Yet the 
reference is part of it : to what concern, a. comiwsiug 
draught ! It is not childish teasiog, insisting on the 
particular thing. We ask the best, though not iu our 
conception and against our will. 'Who prizes not the 
privilege of acquaintance with a superior person, 
though contradicted and corrected by him at every 
point? We are content to have our opinion overruled 
and request refused, for the larger horizon and clearer 
view. Goodness and wisdom are a wholesome clime 
and refining air to be iu, without any flatteiy or gift. 
The art-pupil, I notice, delights in her master's com- 
pany, and gets influence and impulse, if no praise. 
She learns only unconsoling facts ; she has too much* 
green in her landscapes, height in her waves, weight in 
her atmosphere and dark in her clouds ; but all bis 
chiding wins her thanks ! Shall we fail of a blessing 
on higher devotions, though every performance miss 
acceptance and every petition meet a check? To be 
XKiiTnitted, notwithstanding our continual errors and 
faults, to stay in the Eoal Presence is enough, as for a 
backward or untoward learner to remain at school. I 
confess I do not care whether the Lord grant my 
entreaty or not ! It suffices that he listens, I am 
satisflcd to be denied, if I can go to the door aud 
knock. If the dear one does not recover,or return, or 



succeed and prevail, aa I beseech, I believe it is bceanao 
of some better lot. No countorblnst of disappoint- 
ment shall quench my desire, but brightctk the flame ; 
for a good vrisb is a blessing that ehull not stop short 
of its object, no mutter how far away, locked within 
'wh&t prisoQ-walls, passed through what sepulchral 
gates, or parted by a gulf such as the parable says 
none can go over. Pi'ayer has wiugs where feet fail ; 

I no place in the universe is closed against travel ; in 
hell my loving wish, spite of the doom of Dives, shall 
be a cooling drop on the tongue, and in heaven it shall 
stir a happy throb. Spirit communicates through the 
solidarity of things ; the pit is no finality, and celestial 
bliss has always another degree. 

We need this refuge from judgment on na here. 
The human decision of those nearest to our heart is 
how often false and wroug ! By some twist in the 
mind chronic as a club-foot or oblique vision, some 
hypercriticism which makes tragedies of motes and 
specks, some tendency to persist in finding something 
contrary every day, some disposition to look on the 

, dark side, some strange extravagance of temper or 

♦ more obstinate dulnesa how we are tried and repelled ! 

I Resistance aggravates the trouble, reply breeds recrim- 
ination, argument meets not tlie case, and reasooable- 

I ness provokes in the mortified friend auger and abuse. 

I lie could be pacified not by j-our vindication, but your 

, manifest mistake 1 What is left but the silent appeal ? 

I Your feeling, that One knows and decides, shall be a 
•ihining in your face, a better answer than all logic or 

1 any apology, when every other explanation fails. To 

the furious King Henry, Beckett says only ; / hear. 
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Tfo defence, or charge, like each patience Tor the royal 
penftDce ! Prayer U a state or mind, an element moro 
tlian an expression or act. Why are some persons bo 
(Hsagreealtle to us ? Tber are well-bred, intelligent and 
polite ; yet we are not fond of their society. It is 
because they think so well of themselves. Not in 
worship, but self-worsLip they live and move. A well- 
disguised yet ever-felt coneeit is the poison of inter- 
eonrse. They never in their thonght get above the 
top of tlicir own head, hnt,Uhe the Pharisee, pray thus 
with tftemaelees. To be lowly is to be lovely. Intro- 
dace me to your God and I desire yottr more acquaint- 
ance! Be he Trinitarian or Unitarian, Bouddha or 
Jehovah, typical Father or pervading Power, signifies 
not BO much as your submission. If you bow, I will 
bow with you ; for reverence is the indispensable ground 
of fellowship, but no upper and nether millstones grind 
BO hard as our mutual pride. 

Remove the idea of prayer, and the subtle support is 
gone. The objection to its efficacy implies that God is 
external, and so immovable by our mind. But we that 
pray are part of him, and our prayer is part ; and that is 
his ordination which plays such a part in life. Why has 
a child such power over the parent that we sometimes 
eay the son or daughter rules the house? Because the 
child is the parent in part I 1 went to the funeral of a 
babe. What a gentle, resistless governor it had been 
of the family, all tJie larger orbs of existence revolving 
around this little one, every voice hushing at its faint 
cry, every hand raised to meet its want, every shoulder 
bent for its carriage, every will suborned to its pleas- 
ure or whim ! While d^'iiig, it stretched out its finger 
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to draw the whole neighborhood round its bier, while it 
was weak being strong. Tlie parentage and Imman 
kind in it were that might aud influence, which we have 
too with our heavenly parentage in us, and to question 
ia to call ourselves bastards miBbegot. There is no 
more gennine and authentic procedure than prayer. No 
argument against it is so deep, or language of infldel 
will last so long. Sometimes it so soars as to justify 
itself in the sight of all men. On its wings it bears 
the company, and him who offers it to voice tlie occa- 
sion. It is not made by the person that begina and 
leads in it. It becomes a spirit, born of groaninga 
that cannot be tt d h If t 1 t on human lips, 
to rise and sw p 11 t w Feeling round 
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gl m f g f The house of 
mourning was i d ed b tt th th house of feasting, 
to go to for joy. The guests at this dismal- looking eoffln- 
board would hardly dare own the luxury of their spirit- 
ual food ! The mourning weeds seemed to affi'ont the 
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white celestial robea ; every groan an insult to the 
; upper 8ongs, as in the old dreams angels not only- 
ascended but dcseeoded, and the obsequies were a. 
transfiguration. Is it unscientific? Then science must 
lengthen the cords, and strengthen the stakes of ita-- 
tent to take it in. Tiiat is not half of science which 
I lecognizes only outward facts ; and he is but a charla- 
I tan and science-monger who fancies all can he so redaced 
' to science; and nothing,no instinct, intuition, innatefac- 
' ulty shall be left for its subject beside itself ! The human 
i creature is not a mere knowledge-box. There must be 
self as well as self-acquaintance, as an object for imder- 
Btanding ; and our highest state is rapture, on sensibility 
to beauty, into ignorance of our pains, as soldiers some- 
times know not they are hit in battle, or call tbe wound 
a scratch; aa Shakespeare makes Hotspur refbse to 
leave the field for a little of his own blood. I am not 
sick or sad or sinful, if I can contrive with the source 
of beatitude, holiness and health, not to know that so I 
n I Life is more than reflection ; for why such respect 
to the corse which is no longer, though so iong it was, 
even your friend's body or form, but for the soul it has 
been the habitation of? At home and in foreign towna 
we visit the houses where great men were born or died, 
and we enter with resjiect the chambers where good 
people lived. So we stand by the unoccupied tenement, 
though abandoned of the spirit of truth and goodness 
that cannot die. 

te( U3 pray ! says the priest ; and if the effects are 
the answers of prayer, the summons is iu order; no 
exercise merits more place. Said a seorner of clergy 
to the fugitive slave : Your feet, I guess, helped yon 
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more tlian j-our knees. But for the knees firBt, replied 
the black, I ehould have Lad do coorago for the feet. 
No import imitj' will auticipat-e the fit course of events. 
The trouble, said Horace Mann, is that God ia not in a 
huriy and I am I But prayer will strengthen us for our 
task and restrain us from impatience and mistake. 
Let us put ourselves into the duty, not the event. 
"VVe Americans, of all iiationa, need to learn that the 
blessing is in the race, not the goal. The journey has 
pleasure beyond the inn. You will not eat of the trees 
you plant, one told the venerable Quiucy. lie thought 
not to taste the fruit, but did ; for the trees died before 
him, of old age. But his plans for posterity were more 
delicious to hiui than any peach ; and every good 
enterprise we start is a prayer for those that come, 
though we get only to Nebo on our way to the prom- 
ised land. 

The marvel ia a Power that ia all, yet can make an 
independency and little kingdom of everj- breast ; each 
of us being that poor man's castle, the British orator 
described, which the storm may beat on, but the King 
not enter. But the prayer, by which we define and 
blend with him, ia his boundary and door. lie ia in 
Ibe sky, yet not at arm's length ; and prayer is not 
wasted breath : it is his I Will you figure bim as 
mechanic, carpenter, blacksmith, constructing articles 
of certain materials? Shop and bench, and forge and 
tool, and stuff and all out of doors are his muscle or 
mind; and we cannot breathe out what he does not 
breathe in. Men like Louis Napoleon consult mediums 
for pecuniary gain, or a political move on the chess- 
board. It is no less profane to beg that my venture 
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may succeed, ship get in, disense depart, or fi'iead 
recover. I shoalil desire that juatico may be done 
and truth prevail ; for then what I pvay for is what I 
pray to, and it eannot be deaf. You doubt the elTect of 
prayer? Ton would not, without It, have been here to 
doubt ! It wafted you on that voyage, some centurica 
ago, among the seeds of things God's servants brought. 
Your future lot is iu your present prayer, which must 
precede all noble effort. The first thing in heaven, 
said one, will be to have a good cry ; over what but 
the accomplishmeut of all our entreaties and hopes? 
But prayer is preparation and preventive too, a check 
to fate, a brake on the wheels to ruin. It quenches lust, 
strikes fire of repentance in the flinty heart, shifts us 
from wrong courses to a safer tack, and persuades the 
Judge to return to its scabbard the half- unsheathed 
sword. Struggling among the consequences of violated 
laws, an executioner's weapon was brandished about me 
in my day-di-eams ; but from new obedience the spectre, 
I saw plain, as Macbeth the outward instrument of his 
bloody intent, vanished awaj-. I had prayed myself 
out of the list of transgressors, and was taken from 
my cell for deliverance, not doom. Wc petition human 
authorities, and will not give up the right. What 
bonds has God come under, into what jail is he put, 
not to hear or help? David knew with prajer to nav- 
igate out of his straits. The will is a good oar ; but, 
caught far from harbor in a calm, and obliged to row 
home, we have a sense of the value of the wind I At 
our wit's end, and with nought at our fingers' end, unable 
to argue, and ignorant how to act, doubt rises like a fog to 
overspread the landscape and obscure the prospect ; or. 
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with somo bad habit honey-combing your conscience, 
what resort but prayer? Aa the old divine said, 
Sinning and praying go not together. A breakwater 
is not built bolt upright, but sloping to the sea ; and with 
prayer against temptation we meekly bevel our will. All 
have prayed earnestly who have acted greatly. Wash- 
ington, disturbed at his devotions, leaps up and thrusts 
his sword through the panel of the door, and Stonewall 
Jackson is loud in hia closet before he thunders on the 
field. Is not profanity itself an inverted ghastly ap- 
peal nearer to heaven than prayerloss unbelief? The 
great discoverers, Newton, Kepler, Goodyear, wrest the 
secret from nature, with study and prayer. 

This is the proof of its reality, that while we pray some- 
thing always prays with us. Does not One wish for us 
what we truly wish for ourselves? There is more need 
of prayer that the children than that the Father keep 
faith! "^s though God did beseech j'ou " dost thou 
write, O Paul? But he does beeeeeh us ! We feel his 
intercession. He, not Jesus, Is Intercessor. He pleads 
with his children. When they began, one said of 
certain reformers, they were inspired, but afterwards 
lost their hold, as they relied on themselves and God 
8tepi>ed out. Did you ever, asked a proud man, see 
one step lilie me? Tea, was the answer, the peacock 
by the pond 1 " We have a bird of paradise up here," 
wrote my friend from the country, of a woman vain of 
her attire. But the woman goes to church, handles 
the gold and velvet volume, kneels with the congrega- 
tion, makes the responses, misses no motion more than 
a member of the monitorial school, and hits like a bul- 
let the right place for the Amen. But sickness, sorrow 
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and death make sad work with the wardrobe of vestry 
or ball. Yet let not true devotion safTer prejudice 
from the false! A touch on the long cord running 
under the roof of the cars stops the train ; may we not 
arrest the divine judgments in their speed to disaster 
by a spiritual touch? Piety has been a cant word, and 
science is one now ; but no inventory of the house we 
live in is complete, which gives the earth}'' utensils of 
will and calculation, and leaves the gems and precious 
vessels of feeling out. 




THE tendency for a thousand years haa been to abol- 
ish distioctiona. The threefold difference, which 
pbiloaophy has conspired with theology to maintain, 
is fast becoming an antiquity. The triad is going, as 
the tripod has gone. Mr. Thaclceray said, One thing I 
wUl tell you, I believe in none of the trigonometries. 
In the practice of Trinitarians, the tri-pereonality is 
losing emphasis and repetition, dropping out of sermon 
and prayer as advancing science flanks this Boman 
wedge of the ancient creed. 

But what is unity? Not singularity, but harmony. 
Number, in which Plato found dialectic value, is the 
unit multiplied; God is one and manifold. Three 
persons in tho deity ? No, all persons in the deity ! 
There is in life no point, line, angle, triangle. Nature 
is gradation, differentiation, a circle or universal joint. 
So we are not monotheists like the Mohammedans and 
the Jews, more than pantheists or poljtbeists. 



Such epithets grate on the tongue and ear, as they a 
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the falsehood of a separate Being. Our speecli implies 
AD arbitrary Dii'inity. We say: He could do thus and 
BO, otherwise thau he does if he pleased ; as the wit 
said, he could have made a better fruit than the straw- 
berry, but did not. Surely he cannot do better than he 
does ! The irreverence were to say that he w3l not. 
He ia not capricious. Ills freedom is his necessity ; 
nor can he help or change his choice. He does hia best I 
What we love lies on the bed, or is laid in the tomb. 
It is, in the ciremn stance a, hia utmost boon, compass of 
hia strength, stretch of hia g<jodne9s, as much as the 
blias of the bride standing at the altar, or new-born 
babe asleep in the crib. Was he less my friend, did lie 
yearn more feebly for my good, when my life was 
a burden, and in the morning I wished it night, and 
in the night morning, than now that the cup, dipped in 
his spring, foams and runs over at the brim? Can he 
devour hia children, as Calvinism, repeating the old 
fable of Saturn, affirms? Impossitile ; God seta no 
example, as first huge cannibal, to the Fejees. He 
cannot get along, and be would not be, without hia 
children. " I and my Father are one." How shallow 
to make that Christ's peculiarity ! 27ature, humanitt/ ■ 
what mean these modern words but unity in all nations' 
blood and creation's frame, the reappearance of the 
same power in some new travesty or disguise? The 
electric siiark, heaven's shining is packed in anthracite, 
to turn to heat again in your grate and the sun dug from 
his biu-ial in Pennsylvania coal : why not fallen Lucifer 
to become a good angel again among the " ever bright 
and fair"? Everywhere the resistless unity runs its 
telegrapli. Unpardonable sin is explained away, eternal 



punishment dare not show its liead ; tlie captured 
colors of old dogmas liung up in the hall never to wave 
in battle again ; there is a way to heaven rouodthrongh 
hell, like that through arctic atraita to the warm circum- 
polar sea; the awful circles of Dante's Inferno, aate- 
chambers and tiring-rooras of Paradise, and Swedeo- 
boi^'s eternal evil are for no particular persons I If 
the Florentine poet can navigate Turgatory, any Eng- 
lishman or Yankee can follow, as the Frozen Bay, once 
entered, soon swarms with ships. We are in one boat, 
and steer to one fate ; all, said Abraham Liocolu, 
immortal or none. Salvation is universal, or there 
is no salvation. Of this conviction, science is the 
voice. Is it hostile to religion? It picks Genesis to 
pieces, stretches out interminably the age of man, 
ridicules the stifling for a general resurrection at the 
last trump, takes dowa the tences of Eden, and drives 
the angel with the flaming sword from the gai-den wall, 
aljolishes the deluge and Noah's dove, demonstrates 
the impossibility of any ark holding pairs of all animal 
tribes to float over the boundless sea, proves Adam 
and Eve myths of some poet, not creatures of God, 
crowns its triumph by refuting the notion of specific 
creation as not standing to reason or conforming to 
fact, and establishes unity of origin and destiny, as of 
structure and design. In this terrible reducing anal- 
ysis is Divinity left at the bottom of the crucible ? No 
Hebrew Divinity, no god of any nation, rambling 
round in spots, taking sides in battle ; but the friend 
and fountain of all, the impartial sentinel of the 
seraph and the worm, the avenger of the wrong to 
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a dumb beast, no Ies3 than to a beloved aon, a deity 
greater thun ever got into pruyer or song ! 

But lioiv about tlie family jars in this little house? 
Wiien the earth quakea, what does it but shudder at 
the eina of its inhabitants? Wliat does the outpouring 
of Vesuvius pieture Itut erut>tion3 more fearful fi'om 
the human heart ; and what but our iniquity and shame, 
is the curiosity that rushes more eager to tbe volcano of 
wrath, than to that of fire? What ia our civil war but 
the meeting of two thunder-clouds in mid-beavea ? 
Talk of unity in the race, when bruised France, throw- 
ing down the sponge, after paying her milliards to 
Prussia, only waits like a boxer, not owning beat, 
to bind up her wounds and renew the duel in which 
she fell half-dead to the ground I But whence the vol- 
cano, earthquake, lightning-storm? lla^ satanic force, 
outwitting God, caused these material outbreaks; or 
the first transgression upset the course of nature? Can 
any Baptist, Presbyterian or descendant of the Puritans, 
dull of taste and devoid of fancy, deny that the 
beauty of the world rises from these convulsions, heav- 
ing it from its dead level to make mountains the parents 
of rivers and sieiea of soils, for gi-ains and flowers 
through a thousand gardens and fields ; and with their 
tremendous shoveling dig a cistern for the sea? How 
then about the passions, of which these throes are 
nature's tongue? Have they circumvented the Most 
High ? Was the disobedience of Adam and Eve His 
disappointment and suiprisc, and did he repent making 
man? Have we turned his line of march? Ko ; sin 
is part of his plan as much as tbe deluge that drowns 
it. He put anger in the breast as he pent up the central 
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fire and kindled the ragings of strife, that make historj, 
as surely, as those tliat lifted Teneriffe, Milton's type 
of the devil, a huge straw through the boiling sea. 
Does the excessive passion or inordinate act because 
foreseen, preappointed and utilized, cease to be siu 
and shame? Not at all I No philosophy has ever 
succeeded in cancelling conscience, or drawing the 
teett of remorse. That art of dentistry is uniuvented 1 
They will gnash at and bite into your falsehood, rob- 
bery, treachery, lust, none the less that these wrongs 
turn out the sharpest tools in the chest, whetted like 
the eurgctin'B lancets and drills. For my optimism 
never fear ! It will not make me fall in love with my 
pride and en\y, or any man's murder or fleshly rice, 
more than with pain and anguish shooting through my 
frame. If God is answerable to prove all wlthoat alloy 
to the last dime in his treasurj', I, as part of him, 
for my disposition and conduct must answer too ; and, 
if the upshot be blessed, the reckoning will be sev 
Say wliat we will of disunity among nations or 
there is a longing after it in the heart of our race, 
Quarrel we Yankees with our English stock as we will 
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Whatever low elements mingle in such movements, 
the Oom.7aune and Intematicmal show, through all dis- 
tinctions of peoples and classes, human creatures the 
same stufl'i none to be denied a place at the table or 
confined to the kitchen, or kept at a side-board, or 
thrust out of doors. No pure hatred in the Parisians 
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threw the i>etroleum or pulled down the column on tha 
Place Vend3me. With moaner motives mingled a 
sublime sacrifice of Frcuch glory to a cosmopolite aim. 
Are these strikes, that run from the Warwickshire 
peasants to the briclilaj'ers in New York, expressions 
of animosity, or assertions of fellowship? Let ua go 
shares, say the weaker creatures to the lion of capital i 
and, though he growls over what he haa heaped up and 
set apart for himself, he looks prudently round at the 
number of claimants, and will come down. 

Unity is the sense of unity, not a birthmark or birth- 
right, like an heir's title to his property ; bnt an earn- 
ing of property to be realized yet. We talk oF the 
simplicity of a child, Tliere is no such thing. Sim- 
plicity is the last result of character. The child is 
simple if that is to be without disguise. But it dwells 
in multitude, is very complex, has never analyzed ita 
nature or disentangled itself from its toy or nurse. It 
is a peninsular part of the mainland of its kind ; an 
undivided lot, an unredeemed territory, a mass of 
inclinations, a life without object, as the Latin writer 
describes it, taking np or laying down without knowing 
why. It has no divine filial consciousness. It is a 
miniature of human ancestrj'. Many progenitors rolled 
up small with their ambitions and appetites lie 
asleep, or just begin to stir at the base of ita brain, 
not properly speaking young ; but comes a vet- 
eran upon the stage, a chip of t!ie old block, and shows 
features of body and mind from before the Flood. 
Only as conscience and love and the Holy Gliost begin 
to work or play, it modifies this inherited tj-pe, and 
personal, one with God, his servant and son. 
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What a delusion to say we are by nature the children 

of God ! The apostlo says we are by nature the chil- 
dren of wrath. Only by the spirit are we children of 
God I the Pharisees were children of the devil. Sweden- 
borg said. The oldest angels in heaven are the youngest ; 
and I suppose we shall spend our eternity finding it out. 
This unity classifies men. Its perception is power. 
One man is a cause, an originative force, a fVesh hand 
at the bellows ; another is a result, deposit and effect, 
dropped like the silt at a river's month, made and got 
up, mud and pudding-stone that will take no polish or 
edge. One flows iu or floats along, another increases, 
and propels the stream. One kneads the dough whieh 
another is 1 One passes through the street drawn 
hither and thither like a leaf in the eddj', lounging and 
glancing around withnoend in view, gazing into theshop- 
windows or staring at the faces of the passers-bj- ; his 
attention arrested by every vehicle or sbow. But with 
what steady walk and undiverted look, incurious of trifles, 
absorbed in some theme, Channing, Everett and Web- 
ster trod the pavement ! That man has made up /it's 
mind, said one, looking at a portrait of Cromwell, with 
its firm closure of the lips and its eye fised and un- 
winking, like the organ of vision in all great men. 
This, raised to its highest powei', was the oneness of 
Christ, which he begged for his followora. What did 
he add to the material resources of the race? He left 
his father's bench i he rubbed in his hands the ears of 
com he did not plant ; he drew and drank from the 
well he did not dig. To be more a consumer than 
producer is to be a thief? But there is production 
above the range of political economy. What amount 
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of harvesting anrl manufacture and mining and fishiug 
would reacli tlie sura of value brought by the most 
causal and causative man in history, who did not earn 
his salt, and was "the salt of the earth"? Ideas 
from their unseen springs well into wealth ; nor has the 
rich man's gift or widow's mite any other source. 

Tliis feeling of unity is such glory that in it a man 
is God to his fellows voicea his truth, enacts his good- 
ness nor in sea or star, temple made with or without 
hands is Deit^ to be seen or worshipped as imperson- 
ated in a human form I We speak of our friend's 
many \ rt les T! c\ are all one. I carried a bunch 
of flowers to a won an. Which colordo you like best ; 
the landel on gold violetr-blue, or cherrj'-white ? The 
iih le she rei 1 ed Well, all the tints are in the one ! 
The colorless ny is dispersed through a prism into 
every hue of the rainbow, and re-gathered. The 
Bhie humility, Red love an<i Yellow hope lurk in the 
spotless ray. Purity is not negative. In it ia the low- 
liness, faith and love ; perfection of white heat. Im- 
parity is a dull and sour, ill-smelling and smoJsy flame. 

Unity is from the touches being all in the same line, 
BO that every stroke tells as in boring a Iloosac or 
Mont Cenis tunnel ; while mean aims lead into nil 
manner of duplicity. Humility is more terrible than 
pride, because it lets the God of truth and justice 
through, till we tremble. It is a travelling judgments 
seat that shines in the eye, and a last trumpet in every 
tone. Unaffected lowliness is instrumentality of God, 
grand and hard to stand before, while vanity ia a feather 
we laugh at. The kneeling Cromwell was more to "be 
feared than the domineering Charles ; and before the Lron- 
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side sniata in the ranks prince Rupert's plumed cavalr}' 
went down. In tlie pocket of the dead German soldier 
is found a prayer-book ; in the Frenchman's a play-bill 
or mistress's portrait. Does not that explain the issue? 
The divine immanence or immediacy is the secret of 
power. If God be distant or second-hand, wo are a 
good while about our prayers and repetitions. How 
remote he must be, to take an hour's talk of liturgy 
to reach him, as the shouting Methodist was told the 
Lord must be far-off if he had to Iialloo so after Lira ! 
Napoleon says, Victor Hugo liad to be put out of the 
way because he hindered God and oudertook to trav- 
erse his designs. To further them is the only strength ; 
and genius is putting one's self in their current. Evil 
genius is a misnomer. Talent may be misapplied ; but 
all poetry, painting, eloquence is moral and religious. 
It is creation of a higher order than any forming of 
the planets. It is the inward nebula condensed into 
an essay or song filier than the worlrl-stuff rounded into 
shining orbs. Self-sacrifice for others" salvation is no 
wilful generosity or iutentioual act, but an inspiration. 
It is God's sacriQcing bis child or himself in his child I 
He that was before Abraham, brings an Isaac to the 
altar I As my friend's husband sails with his com- 
panion in the bay, the boat is struck with a squall. 
He cries out, from the tiller be sticks to : Hand the 
jib. bale otii, don't catch your foot, look ojit for your- 
self; and goes down himself in the settling stern, 
while his fellow leaps out and swims ashore. Wc call 
it virtue or disinterestedness. It was what he could 
not help ; no premeditated purpose or merit ! A spirit 
wrought through him to sublime action and perfect 
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joy. lie was at one with hia Maker, and in heaven 
in his thought. 

This unity is immortality. In it you cannot doubt, 
more than God does. To argue the question, to lean 
on a miracle, to take another's word or testimony, to 
plead a written promise, to quote the Bible for proof, 
ia to deny the faith. You believe not 3'our destiny 
when you question it. In your figure of the vallej' and 
shadow of death you are fallen from grace. Resurrec- 
tion indeed? For the body how undesirable. God 
spare us that I We want not to see ourselves or one 
another in these old earcases, fished from the ground 
like rags iVom the gutter. Can the soul descend, that 
it should need to rise? " Destroy this temple, and I 
will raise it up ; " " he spake of the temple of his 
bodj-." Who believes that material phantom of flesh 
has gone to glory? Once dead, said one, / do not ei>- 
pect to be able to pick myself lyi. She felt no identity 
with her cause, like him who said, "Thou wilt not 
leave my soul in the grave." The piety, that could not 
part itself from its object, put its confidence into that 
psalm, and did not want any ghost to keep up its 
courage ! Did the Oriental. Nirwana mean annihi- 
lation of personal being, or surrender of private will ? 
With the particular professor every doctrine varies its 
sense ; for in no form of words can any idea Ijg held. 
If that idea be harmony of the human with the divine, 
so complete that the finest listening can detect no jar, 
it is not death, but the acme of life. We are not 
immortal by monopoly of any good. On what busi- 
ness fly the angels of sickness and sorrow and death, 
but to overcome what separates us from our soorco uad 
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our kind ; and, like certain birda of raven plumage, 
when they spread their wings, disclose hues of gold 
and crimson underucath! Con^putictioa for sia, the 
blackest visitant of all, hides the bright ascension but 
for awhile. Without sin, uo saint ! A faultless person ? 
Some Jesus, that never _in any extremity hesitated, or 
in whatever access of emotion went beyond or left the 
mark? "What an uniutereBtiug individual, what n mon- 
ster of excellence ! No ; the cup trembled in his hand. 
He did not see bis Father sometimes ! lie, the Father, 
had vanished away into God. " My God, my God, why 
hast Thou forsaken me ? " But he forsook not God I 
He would not be shaken ofl'. He clung to the arm 
that was letting down to drown him in the flood; 
and which, beoause he was willing to bo drowned, 
lifted him back, not to earth, but paradise. An im- 
peccable, immaculate creature? That is uot God's 
way with any one. Out of shadow rises our sun of 
, righteousness, as well as the da3--star. Tliere is a blue 
streak in all our joy and nobiiity. Those other two 
tears, Milton paints in Eve's ejes, from her fear of 
offence to her mate, are her best beauty. Sin is the 
sense of sin ; and the sense of it is the pledge of honor. 
Without it in my education I would not wish to be ! 

Eeligion, in this feeling of unity, which is the foun- 
dation of moraJit}', excludes egotism. Why does it 
seem so ridiculous for a man to tell ua of his virtues 
and good deeds? Because they are not his, more than 
the spring you dip your pail into. People sometimes 
speak of their charities, how much they have given for 
this cause or that. The disbursing agents of the gov- 
ernment might as well be proud of the rewards and 
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pensions they distribute by law ! Wliere did you get 
wliat you give, but by putting your Land idIo tho 
King's treasury? He trusts more to one than to 
another ; nor can we eay of his, as of some presiden- 
tial appointments, that they are not gooti, that he 
favora the bad by Iteeping them in his employ or pay I 
But a man celebrates his own righteousness for tia 
example! Ue is a modest man; yet he infonns the 
pnblif, through the press or from the platform, that he 
is a Temi>erance man, a Teetotaler; has not tasted a 
drop of liquor for the last forty years. Doubtless the 
abstinence is excellent, the pattern of sobriety fine. 
But you should not call attention to it j-ourself! A 
vain woman displaying the fashion of her dress, a 
dandy exhibiting the shape of his limbs or cut of his 
coat, is not so offensively self-complacent as a person 
parading his moral qualities. You have the control of 
this base appetite for ardent spirits, aud are a volun- 
teer witness. What other virtues and graces do yon 
possess? Make a clean breast of them. Let not your 
witness stop at one point 1 Let us have the complete 
inventory of your uprightness ! You have not touched 
the alcohol, which we must label poison when it is not 
a medicine? Have I kept the law of purity, through 
all the years of my married life been a chaste hus- 
band ; or have I been perfectly honest, never stole a 
cent ; or am I kind to the unfortunate, and good to my 
poor relations? When I publish I spoil my worth! 
God or man is not pleased with my plea of merit. 
Why not? Because it is not mine ! I borrow it every 
jot, from my Maker and my kind. Blow his own 
trumpet will he? The trumpet is not hia to blow, or 
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the tuiiL' 1 Ilnniilitv is the only suit gootlneas ever 
wears. O seli'-ailiniiiog peacock, in llie yard, did ymi 
make the feathers ancl colors in the tail which, as you 
strut to and fro, yoa lift so liigh and spread so wide ? 
It Is said when Professor Morse put on all his medals 
and decorations of honor, tlie gifts of pi-incca and 
nations, ho"Outahone any nobleman at the partj'. Bnt 
genius or virtue can do without its honors or defending 
iu court its claims. Did I ever help, console, inspire 
you to a thrab of love or with a thought of truth? I 
was a mere agent, as much as if I bought cotton or 
corn. Do you furnish me with the means to continue 
credit and extension in this great business of charac- 
ter? You are Gotl'a broker I All the funds and stocks 
he owns. Many a man iu this country might have 
been President, but for the mistake of exulting him- 
self, and putting the shining crown of achievement or 
martyrdom on his own head ! 

This unity excludes, moreover, Materialism, The 
Materialist has no idea of the Infinite or One. The 
world is in pieces to him, and everything is made out 
of these pieces ; the elements are parents ; the rain 
bath no Father and none alive begot the drops of dew. 
Jn such conception what barren sense ! One immensity 
geueratiug and including all particulars, ia the only 
rational thought. The materialist begins wrong ; his 
first term a falsehood ; he puts the soul in the world 
instead of the world in the soul. My boily may bo in 
space, but not I. Space is an attribute not continent 
of the soul. My figure is little higher than the table ; 
but nij- spirit is beyond the sky. " Put out the light, 
and then put out the light," says Othello of his caudle 
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and Desdemona'a life Blow out the light of reasoD, 
and you would put out all the lights ot the flrmaiuent 
with the same breath Tliu cje is constituent of the 
light. There were no shining, but for sight! We 
think things are without us Goethe says to the 
would-be discoverer of the secret inside of nature, O 
Philistine, there is no iiiside ! Naj , — there is no oat- 
side! Is that study-chair outside of me? My raother 
rocked me in it when I was a two-years' child. As 1 
look at it, in my fancy it moves from the room and the 
moment, fifty years back and a hundred miles away. 
As I dream,! find myself once more in my mother's lap. 
I hear the regular sti'okes on the sanded floor as she 
swings the four rude wooden legs to and fro, back and 
forth, to hush me to sleep. Is it so much stuff and 
■carpentry? Take out of the chair what iny thoughts, 
memories, affections, associations put into it, and how 
much of the chair would be left? Anything is what 
we make it with our thought. The pai'ishioner meet^ 
ing his minister, in front of the West Boston Church, 
asked him if be did not think it the handsomest one in 
town ! What painters bis ejes were, what a decora- 
tor his fancy, what a gilder and carver hia memory, 
and what a beautifler his heart 1 

What is the great globe, apart from our conception, 
and the history of its inhabitants? A mere mud-ball, 
its core a rock ! But how different, occupied with 
swarming tribes of animals and men, traversed with 
ships and ears, caravans and balloons, measured on 
the sliding-scale of all the heavenly orbs, aud put into 
the orrery of our mind ! The earthquake that shakes it, 
and the volcano that relieves, have scientific dignity in 
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tbe observer's view. Tlic iiiimai'j- and secondary 
properties are lent to matter hy tbe mind, wLthoiit 
which it would have no properties. Tlie Spiritualist 
is the proper materialist ; for he aione makes any ac- 
count of matter. To the materialist it is an acuident. 
It is only permanent as a reflection of the soul. If I 
were told Europe had Iteen submerged, said one, I 
should not be surprised. " The wreck of matter and 
the crush of worlds " ought not to astonish the man 
whose only philosophy is of sensible impressions. 
lie has never eared to ask who he is, or why he is 
here. lie does not know himself nor understand his 
own curiosity or joy. He is a great baby, who coasts 
along by the continent of his own nature and has not 
separated himself from the gross whole to see and play 
his part in the finer spiritual all, by and through and 
over which he is with God. "Help must come from 
without, from God": "He ia at an infinite remove 
from man," say the Methodist brother and Congroga- 
tioual paper. As if God were without afar and could 
turn his back on us. He has no back to turn ! He is 
aU countenance, pure evangel, to his palace no back 
door. It fronts every way ; and if Jesna hated even 
the Scribes and Pharisees, he was in error so far. 
There is love for the sinner in the denunciation of his 
sin ; or no right to denounce I The moment of our 
aversion ftom a fellow-being we are sinners ourselves, 
astray from the fold and off the track, denying our own 
birthright. To trust God is to affirm that there is no 
fatality. No fragment he will not gather up, flaw he 
will not mend stronger than ever ; no atom of matter 
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he will thraw away, or morsel of humanity he will not 

This faifh is the spring of excellence, for it makes us 
like the one we Ijelicve in, with a terai»r that glorifies 
j every sect, of Calvin or Lnther, ciders or deacons, 
I presbyter and Quaker, Jew and Christian, reason and 
I Bomc. I called at the Carney Hospital to see a 
J Unitarian brother minister long and sorely tried with 
f disease of the eyes. A sister, in dark dress, but with 
a broad square white hat as a halo on her head, 
answered the bell. Doubting my admission, I said 
the invalid had been a class-mate of mine, and I thought 
it possible he might like to sec mc. He would iTideed, 
replied a soft and holy voice, bat Chis very day he has 
gone. As I turned, I lingered to make conversation 
of one word more with the woman that seemed peculiar, 
apart from the world, and consecrated to her task ; and 
I said, He is a good man. Her quiet face kindled, 
and was full of a pure light, as she cried, He is a 
Utile child! I said to mj-self, What quality is in that 
look and manner, such a contrast inonr community where 
tlie fashion of many yonng women renders home before- 
hand expensively impossible, and the driving of the 
men is like that of Jehu? Protestants have not only 
to teach, but learn of Catholics. Away with our con- 
ceit of superior wisdom in our order or connection of 
Christians ! Honors are divided. There is a pattern 
to emulate, as to set ! 

Religion, being unity, is the Commonwealth. Call 
nothingcommon,sayest thou Peter? I shall callevery- 
'_ thing BO ! Common is the noblo word. I own part of 
„ 308toii Common, said Fatlier Taylor, but which part I 
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will not tell. That is most prccions which nobody can 
appropriate. Not on the splendid dwelling, Public 
Library or church, that inalje the architectural fringe 
of yonder open acres, does the eye rest with such 
pleasure aa on the apace free to everj- foot where Dem- 
ocrat and Republican meet, and do not jostle ; Unitarian 
and Calvinist pass with a smile ; the mechanic treads 
on the heels of the millionaire ; the boys coast, rich 
and poor, OFcr the snow in winter ; the baby's carriage 
is drawn safe as a locomotive on the track, and tho 
birds sing in the branches over all ! God is the Com- 
mon of our eouis. You will never find yonr joy 
or virtue in any separate possession, but in what j'oii 
take or travel to with the rest of your race. There is, 
in the State of Maine, a beautiful basin of waters, 
called Merry-Meeting Baj-. Several streams, instinct- 
ively seeking each other fi-ora wide tracts of territorj-, 
flow into one. It is an image of commingling souls. 
It is Moore's figure in his familiar song, 

"ADd oar hearts, like tbj waters, be mingled la peace." 

We meet in one body because we believe, despite 

diffcreDce of opinion, there is for ns all one truth. 
Pictures of many artists and opposite eehoola line the 
same gallerj-, because we know there is but one beauty 
after which every stroke of every pencil strives. The 
case is tried in court because we are sure there is 
an award of eternal justice, conld we find it out. Pol- 
iticians call their declaration of principles a platform, 
which they can stand on as one man, when they have 
agreed upon tho planks. A theological creed we hate. 
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It burats with the growiog knowledge it cauuot contain 
or confine. Yet the creed is made by this same love 
of unity. I could not abide a liturgy, but fonna of 
worship and books of common prayer express the long- 
ing for Huison, Liberty, progress, exploration of new 
paths, cries the reformer. But your army or expedi- 
tion must not be all scouts. The main body, under 
strict discipline of rank and file, must march in cont- 
pact order. We are pleased with by-paths we discover ; 
but, when we go on a journey, we take the common road. 
People amuse themselves and instruct us as to the condi- 
tion of the community by counting the passengers and 
vehicles in an hour or day along some frequented street 
or at some crowded corner. The numbers are nought 
to those in certain currents of feeling and tracks of 
faith. Blessed constitutioa of human natui'e, without 
which society would have no cement, history no exist- 
ence, because events would have no continuity ! How 
it ftjrthers ua, to have an understood method of help, 
greeting and good-will ; to nod, bow, shake Lands, 
lilt the hat, bid good-evening, and not begin again 
every time to convince everybody of our dispositiona 
and designs as if we were proving a sum in Colburn, or 
theorem in Euclid ! I am pleased with j-our serpentine 
avenue, but when I want to get on, give me the turn- 
pike I Your pretty private fancy diverts me ; but I 
advance by the Common Law. 

This is the value of the Church. It is a road which 
generations travel, smooth and level for infant 1 
We learn to walk not in a forest, but on a floor ; antl 
we train our children not in a wilderness of specula- 
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tion, but in the ways of general belief and i 
sense. 

The Bible ia a road. How the fathers kept it, and 
the sons, however tbey mend or lengthen it, must 
keep on ! You tell me there is otbev literature, ancient 
and modera, just as good. You (|uote sentences and 
beg me to compare. Did not Confticias state the 
goiden role as well as Jeans? Have not the Mahom- 
etan and Hindoo books as wise sayings as those of 
Moses, Solomon or Paul? No doubt ! 1 deny not the 
good texts in the Vedas and Koran. But this other 
Eastern lore is not in the line of our inheritance, not 
tho path which Providence laid out for our sires. or 
ourselves. This Bible is our intellectual road, the 
main trunk, at least, whatever branches we switch 
off into. This Old and New Testament are the double- 
track by which our tribes, families and civilized races 
come and go ! I visited a woman, aged and sick in 
her chamber. You can read or be read to? I inquired, 
I read the Bible, she answered, with much comfort. 
What is the secret and charm about this Bible? It is 
but a book. We must not idolize it. We must not 
lean on a Letter. Herein is the power of its spell : 
it is the spiritual road. No more does the level grade, 
the mark of wheels uncounted, the fine dual which 
stones have been ground into, or the straight onward 
line that stretches to your home or the city-walls, 
show where the population have found it wise and 
good to drive or trudge, than by all moral signs this 
old volume points for us life's pilgrimage. What the 
feeble woman read by her bedside, she did not read 
alone or for the first time. Her husband, before he 
21 
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(Jied, had pei'iiscd tbe same page. Hri' parents, ere 
she was born, had pondered it. Her children over her 
cofliu, at lier grave, after the places that hud known and 
should know her no more, would turn over the same 
leaves, by which myriads not of, her kindred had 
been, and were still to he consoled. It is no privato 
or household utensil that you handle in this book, hut 
a compound battorj-. It runs through all agea nnd 
reaches into all lauds. I feed on it as I do on corn 
and wheat, because it is the sustenance of my kind, 
proved wholesome by great and wide and long expe- 
rience. Do the parables teach, or beatitudes cheer 
you? 'Tis partly that such multitudes have been 
taught and cheered ! Jeaua wept in Gethscmane ; but 
other tears than his have fallen in t!ie garden, whicU 
more persons have visited thon ever crossed the aea or 
beheld Palestine save in that holy imagination, which, 
and no so far off region, makes the Holy Land. How- 
ever bad in spots, to need mending, it is tbe good old 
load ! 

Physics and metaphysios agree in this principle of 
correlation without and communion within, of oneness 
everywhere, which all diversity and variety but publish 
and subserve. Our commonwealth, the disciples' hav- 
ing all tilings in common, the communion of the Lord'a 
Supper aud of the Holy Ghost hint this logic of onitj' 
in manifold ways. It implies simplicity in the uni- 
verse and excludes duality. Two essences, substances, 
foundations are not. There is no room for sin as a 
reality, or for Satan as a rival of God, or for hell as a 
doom of eternal woe. Sin is want of harmony, colU- 
Bion with the law, which we do not break, bnt which 



breaks us ! Jt is coldness from lack of life, shadow 
from leaving the vertical sun; nothing in itself hut 
loss or unottainment. Wickedness is weakness ; delin- 
quency is emptiness ;. evil ia nothing ; the devil is 
nobody, " a poor creature," said the pious woman to 
the profane wretch, that told her he was the Evil One 
as he confronted her in the night, God alone is Being | 
goodness is vital and strong. 

Repose in the Power that made us and attracts us 
to its centre like the siin, " is the conclusion of the 
whole matter." A yonng babe was brought and put 
into my arms. It lay very quietly there ; but, as I 
obsei-ved, it turned its €T/es to rest on its mother with 
infinite content. In tLoso restful eyes, in which the 
mother too found her rest, X saw an image of the 
whole relation, human and divine. We turn our eyes 
to our Father ; He turns his to us ; and, in the meet- 
ing, parental and Qlial, the universe has its poise ; and 
this living rest in the One inspires a temper none can 
despise, a grace whose charm it is vain to resist. 
Governor Wise, of Virginia, wanted John Brown to 
be condemned ; considered him unsafe alive, refused 
to pardon, insisted on the doom, was pleased to have 
him executed on the gallows and thought there was no 
use for him but to be hung. But Governor Wise could 
not withhold bis tribute to the felon in court, the vic- 
tim who, on hia way from the prison to the scaffold, 
enfiladed with soldiers, surrounded with insignia of the 
civil power, showed no sorrow, regret, resentment or 
wish to escape ; but, contemplating the horizon as 
calmly as you in your pleasure-tour in the countiy or 
by the sea, expressed his delight in the surrounding 
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Bcene ! Since Golgotha and the cross no posture more 
sublime, so that tlie slaveholder had to join with the 
abolitionist, the South with the North, In one rapture 
of praise ! 

It is this outcome, or outgo of man from the income 
of God. which concludes dispule. A famous ju'eaoher 
is reported to have said it would misbecome God not 
to make an eternal difference between Calvin, the 
sound teacher, and Channing the heretic ; an nnambig- 
uous hint that the former must now be in heaven, and 
the latter in hell. I presume the Baptist Doctor never 
saw the Unitarian saint, and has made some monster 
in his fanc3' to call by his name ; as I remember it was 
a sport of the boj"s in mj' childhood to fashion a scare- 
crow or demon out of inky rags, or set a fierce light to 
blaze through the grinning features carved in the shell 
of a pumpkin. Could the gentle soul, that I knew as 
Chauning, expressing itself in such benignant smiles, 
soft motions and gentle intonations, stand before him, the 
thundering preacher, who beats the pulpit-cushions and 
aggravates his voice, would be ashamed and aston- 
ished at presuming to be his judge, perhaps willing to 
sit at his feet and learn the first lessons of charity. 
Channing not on the great roll of honor, lost from the 
list of salvation, never numbered with the elect or 
allowed to sing in the upper choir the song of the 
redeemed ; discrowned at the last bar of the honor he 
had on the earth, the palm and harp struck from his 
hand ! What crime had he committed? What man or 
woman corrupted? What man's gold, silver or apparel 
coveted, more than Paul, that the gate should be shut 
i face, and Calvin, the murderer of Scrvetus for 




L 



uuiTT. 325 

difTercncG of opinion, admittai rather into Paratlise? 
la " Barahbaa preferred " there also? He muy he for- 
given ; but if be ranks or outranliB his successor's 
liberal soul, it can be for no superior claim he carried 
with him when he died ; and you maj' call the place Clian- 
ning has gone to perdition, if j-oii please, but let me go 
to the same rather than to any sEiiuing mansion where I 
should be confined to the cruel Genevan's society, whom 
I knew enough of when I was a boy ! If the simple 
goodness of the man, he maligna for heresy, were pre- 
sented to the sectarian critic, in [Kirsonal relations and 
passages of actual life, he would have to own it, or 
commit the sin of blasphemy against the Holy Gbost. 

Character is the bond. As we glide along the road, 
through those little iron conduetore overhead, glances 
the lightning a thousand times as fast. As you sail or 
steam across the deep, something under its monstrous 
bottom outstrips your speed. It is a friendlj', com- 
mercial, diplomatic message, to tell of safety, seal 
contracts, promote enterprise, prevent war. But an 
element more subtile and strong must link mankind 
together. It is justice and fair dealing, an honorable 
purpose, a humane sentiment, of which the material 
messenger is but servant and instrnment. It is not the 
millions, more or less, of direct or indirect damages, 
but the disposition to repair wrong, which keeps us 
ftom fighting with England ; and without which no 
specious apology could pass for a legal tender. Char- 
acter is the bond betwixt nations as individuals. 

Their bearing on the formation of character is the 
plea for religious institutions. We speak slightingly of 
conventionalities ; but a highway is a necessity without 
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which we coutd not live. I tried latelj' to get to a eer- 
taic point through the woods. 1 BOon found myaelf 
uncertain and astraj-, I know not how. My feet slipped 
on the Bratwth grass or uneven ground, or slumped 
through the mud and ice which the crevieea in the 
thicketa still held. A thousand briars scratched my 
clothes and skin, and ten thousand twigs bent like 
whalebone to spring back and smartly smite my faee. 
Thorns got into my shoes and piei'ced like goads, so I 
had to take the stockings off. Swamps, almost impas- 
sable, lay between the hills ; bard lodges to climb, and 
deep pitfalls unawares to tnmble into, I travelled 
many miloa when there was but one to go ; spent many 
hours when a few minutes would have sufficed | and 
my forenoon went in winding in and out, up and down, 
round and about, till I was nearly lost, and glad to get 
out upon the county-road, rush to the cars, and not 
miss the last train ! Forms of belief and worship are 
social bonds. In the nulliflcation-daya a friend, find- 
ing General Jackson in low spirits, condoled with bim 
by saying he thought the political peril would soon 
pass. O, said the brave I'resident, it is not Mr, Cal- 
houn's Soiith Carolina doctrines that are troubling me, 
but these divisions in the Methodist Church. Look to 
the links and buckles in the tackling of the mighty 
team ! A cord bursting, that had bound some guides 
and travellers together on the Matterhorn, several of 
them slid and fell to the bottom of the mountain. Dis- 
ruption of the social tie leads to worse calamitj'. It 
was a touching symbol, at the hanging of a criminal 
by the Vigilance Committee in California, when all the 
citizens took hold of the rope. Liberty first and Union 
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ajtencards, wrote my firieod for liis motto ; but union 
is the condition, not the supploment of liberty. With- 
out a tribunal, wliat were the locli of teams in the 
street, to the inextricable jam of human concerns? 
Take your own place in the procession ; that is kinil- 
ncss to others as justice to yourself. But go alone, 
heerllesa of his neighbor, who can? Crusoe, Solliij-k, 
Mungo Park is but half a man. 

" Gre the base Uirs of servitude began, 
■Wben wild in woods the noble savage ran? " 

Indeed, is the savage, living' on chance game or berries 
in the woods, free as the citizen? Dogma or ritual has 
a claim, apart from its absolute truth or beauty, aa an 
attempt of human creatures to cling together ; for the 
hope of mankind is common. No iudivldual would 
think of shooting the gulf alone ! Union of mutual 
affections is the suspension-bridge on which we expect 
to cross. All human souls are notes in the great mu- 
sician's Bj-mphony, which rings from the harmony of 
his attributes, for Beethos'en and Schubert to overhear 
and jot down in their scales and scores. Can he spare 
from his orchestra one instrument ov tone ? If his, 
like the pianist's hands, must span every octave of the 
keys, and use combinations which no arithmetic could 
count, then wlioever can add one strain of softest vi- 
bration, or interval of silence betwixt the chorda, con- 
tributes to the tune. I heard a bird sing on the Cape, 
mifl thunder and lightning, rain and hail. He believed 
not in destruction, but the sun, life and light. Your 
doubt of surviving is in your own separation from deity. 
But God is unit of which every spirit ia a fraction. If 
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an atom fall, the integer ia gono. " Our life is a vapor 
tlaat appearett for a little time and then vanisheth 
away " ; but the vapor is not destroyed ; who shall tell 
in what shape of glorj' it shall reappear in the eternal 
skj"? My soul but a di'op? Tet the drop ia everlast- 
ing as the sea ; and the drops commingle. I thought 
my brother, mho roars and thunders in the desk on 
Sunday, would shut me out of bliss, t meet Uitn in a 
week-nlay by the way or in the cars, and he ia no savage 
maul of heretics, no flail to thrash a Radical, but gra- 
cious as a Unitarian brother in liis caress. 

But the desire to live, some call egotistical and sel- 
fish. Not if one personate Grod, and voice bis truth ! 
You may never say I, but be silent in company, as 
William of Orange, Cromwell, Hawtliovho or Grant ; 
and yet seek your own interest. That is egotism 1 If 
the I, that you are, be like the great I you come from, 
we eanuot have too much of it, more tlian tlie lover in 
Shakespeare's " Twelfth Night " could have excess of 
music when it was " the food of love." 

Pure spirit we cannot be. Some anchorage of insti- 
tutions we must have. But, with all fistiffe, leave room 
for growth. Close not the aoul quite in ! Utter free- 
dom from standards, said one, is like an egg trying to 
get along without a shell. Well, the egg, in God's 
purpose and the mother's care, docs not get along with 
a shell ! If there be warmth and growth, a living 
creature chips it, and walks forth^-ellow and callow to 
the end of its bein_g in the sphere of motion and light. 
Let the Church be rather like the tiny house found on the 
shores of Eastern seas, made for itself by the infant-fish, 
at first a mere dot or point. But, as the inhabitant Uvea 
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and grows, he puts on a wing. lie makes n soHcI cir- 
cular whorl in his architecture of stoae. In each suc- 
ceasive year he widens his mansion with a new curve 
und paints it with more exquisite tints ; Ijut keeps tlie 
outer end ever more largely open, till the long suite 
of chambers, which he deserts at last, is picked up a plaj-- 
tliing for our children, and a lesson, of God and nature, 
for a hospitable gate. Must door and dwelling go? 
Is our life a cloud, that "■ stains the wliite radiance of 
eternity"? Even the cloud is immortal and indestruc- 
tible. Shelley's verse is good lor creature or cloud: 

"I am the daughter of the earth ami water, 

And tbe DursIiDg of the sky; 
I pass through the pores of the ocean and shoreB ; 

I uhniige, but 1 cannot die. 
For, after the raiu, when, with never a stain. 

The pavilion of heaven Ih bare ; 
And the winds and sunbeams, with thclrconvex glcamn, 

Build up the blue dome of air ; 
I silently lau^h at my own cenotaph, 

And, out of the caverns of rain, 
Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb, 

I rlite and unbuild It again." 

In this plea for Unity, Difference is not forgot. 
Whence our interest in the border of the least insig- 
nificant thing? It is that in the very nature of the 
creation ia a necessity that things should be diatia- 
guished and set apart over against each other. The 
Ilomans had a god of bounds ! The Infinite One 
would not Lave divers ktnda confounded or confused. 
Did the mighty sum, as some are pleased to speculate, 
spring from one germ? I know not at alt, and I care not 
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are diversiRed now ! Man la not a monkey at present, 
and woman is not a man. We want from iiim no 
moDkej'-triclcB, and from her no mannish, airs ; no mas- 
culinity in one sex or femininity in the other. Tnio 
womanhood and true manhood — if God miderstootl 
his business — are not tbe same. Unsesed do you say 
any woman is?M m ntb wll d 

he not as often? I II t ^ th t th ft moot! 
male idlers that 1 tii t t I ! alK» t 

the house, and a dt> litthj tdk 

and are clothed w tl 1 I y 1 I k n th g 

the field, anywise pp h m d f th ir s- 

tere, whose privilcp, th CKif d tl h tb 

with a careful ad f I t m R th tb 

bearded, musculai d f ffi i dot 

specimens and warnings of their own sex, despised 
alike of women and men. Be according to your type ; 
and, in favor of God's image in you, leave your coarse 
and brutish antecedents behind ! Perhaps you did, in 
the long line of ages, come from some lower form. A 
f sh, reptile, fierce denizen of the forest, wild courser 
of the prau'ie, tough creature in its den, wily dweller 
in a cave or hole, may be among your ancestrj' some- 
where long ago and far awaj'. But we, your fellow- 
creatures here, would fain have from, or descry in you 
no serpent-fangs or flshy eyes, no bearish bugs or 
wolfish growls, no foxy doublings or tiger-springs ; 
many as are the people that suggest to us cat or cata- 
mount, the artful opossum or venomous snake. Let 
the generation of vipers stay behind, its human sense 
exhausted and spent in Christ's application to the 
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PhariseeB 1 Kan in the channels of your better nature, 
and obseiTe its larger bouncia ! 

"What a charm there is in some persons' perrect poiso 
of never too little or too much ; a gracious carriage 
matched with a balanced mind ! It is beauty, more 
than any regular feature or complexion of the lilj- and 
the rose, No skin ao fair as a gracious frame. It is 
bnt the handsome hem to a motion and constitution 
more grand. I was pleased with a romance-writer who 
had the courage to make his heroine no beauty in the 
common acceptation of that word, of brilliant tints and 
rounded limbs and shining hair ; yet with modest traits, 
BO steadfast and retiring, walking the line of decorum 
with such even step and so radiant with kindness in 
expressions transcending all limits like beams of the snn, 
that no member of her circle could escape her spell. 

What but this symbolic hint of a moral quality ia 
the secret of om- delight in tbc proportions of nature, 
the arch of the sky and balance of the land and sea? 
It is the figure of hnman perfection ! This is the 
reason we admire the lawful order, which no hurly- 
burly of the storm can shake or overset. I went to see 
the Cyclone strike the Coast at the end of the neigh- 
boring Cape. Beyond all description the scene was 
Bublime. But what, I asked myself, is the cause of the 
pleasure in the whirldwind above and unheava! below? 
Was it the enormous width of the theatre in which 
went on the mightj' play of the winds and waves? 
Was it so much gross weight of watei-, lifted and 
tossed like a feather from the ocean-bed? Was it an 
imagination of the terrible spiral of the tempest as it 
swept from Southern shores to wrap the promontories 
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a thousand miles away, in its swift vairor and rever- 
berating din? Ko, — it was tlie bound which even the 
liiirricnne was obliged to lieep ! Had tlie tornado threat- 
ened to carry away the granite bulwarlts of the green 
and smiling land, the feeling wonld have been not 
gladness but fear. But nature kept her footing, 
and we, who gazed, in all the commotion kept ours. 
In the menace seemed to lurk some alarm, as the gale 
curled the billows' monstrous heads, and hung them 
" with deafening clamors " in the air ; and the white 
caps beneath the blast spread their dimensions into 
fluttering robes of spotless wool ; and every rocky reef 
looked an Alpine summit, cut off, of whirling powdery 
snow ; andovcrevery wharf and jutty and bastion of stone 
flew the angrj' spray to dash in the passer's face, and 
only a sail or two could be discerned as they labored 
in the oEBng through the surge, the flock of ships 
having escaped to port in their fright ; leaving lum- 
ber from a lumdred cargoes flnng or shot ashore with 
the perpetual discharge as of iron ordnance in the can- 
nonade of the sui-f, which fell back in restless patches 
of creamy foam, while men and boys ran to take advan- 
tage of the nnder tow, and snatch a box of shingles or 
bit of timber or stray clapboard from some crevice into 
which it had been thrown. But the sense of solidity 
and safety is never so great as in the turmoil that 
images peril and yet breaks harmless at our feet. 
" Thus far shalt thou come, and no fartlier, and here 
shall thy proud waves be stayed," The Ave miles of 
curving crag and ragged cliff were one wreath of raia- 
bows in the declining sun, the old sign of tiie retreating 
storm, and promise that the deluge should not return 
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to coTOr the earth ; and at one high orcrhaDging |>oint 
where the tremendous break cast the fine mist a hun- 
dred feet aliove the level of the seu, as in an actual 
shower of rain the rainbow was thrust back and painted 
on the distant vault of the Eastern sky. 

But not without, only within, all this beauty of terror 
had its source and seat. " Deep called unto deep with 
the noise of his waterspouts " ; the spiritual to the ele- 
mental deep. Did the gi'anite foundations of the globe 
resist the incursions of the wasteful flood ? By a more 
profoundly rooted conscience is the tide of excessive 
inclination withstood ! Did the prismatic hues, above 
the ramparts of wa\'e-worn stone, declare the impotence 
of all the watery stores from the tip of their unfath- 
omed cup to overwhelm the world? Soaring ideas, 
holding more fast their colors, are the token that no 
passion should overcome and drown my sou!. Safer 
than the ark upon Ararat, and with a dove of the Holy 
Ghost longer-lived than that which flew out of its 
windows to cheer every desolation, I should emerge 
from a more perilous stress. In breeze or freshet men 
watch their walls. Look to the border in your breast, 
that it be not borne away ! No border without will 
suffice, lacking the boundary within. Have the Tem- 
perance parade ! It gladdens my eyes with the thous- 
ands on the march. But the gay scarfs and ruddy 
plumes and music of horn and drum are but a showy 
fringe. The substance of sobriety, where is that? By 
what pledge, legislation, prohihition secured? All this 
is but the fence you put up. Do j'ou fence the evil 
out or fence it iu? The young men are mostly the 
ones that driuk ; not the old. If the j'oung but drink 
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enougb, there will be no old drinkers by ami by 
There will be no old at all ! DriDk eaongb? What 
enough of intosicating drink? youth, whose circo" 
lalioD needs no hastening in the veins, nor the heart a 
■ quicker beat, enough is none at all ! " Touch not, 
taste not, handle not " the to you accursed thing. 

We live in a Border-State to the unknown and as yei 
nnknowable litnd. Docs only fond fancy people it with 
intelligences, that are motions of progress and flumes 
of love? As well might the seaman suppose all the 
life in the scanty crew of his little ship, as we tliat 
there is no population in the region we cannot survey. 
Ih foreign climes, with what blissful surprise on our 
travels, we meet kindred and friends ! Are there 
among the angels, for us gladly to encounter, no kith 
and kin? But ouglil is more than fate. Trespi 
person is worse than on property He that eucroacheg 
ou the sacred privacy of the soul is a Border-ruffian. 
I must forbeur not only encroaching on j'oiu' grounds, 
but ou you; and you must usur]) neither my province 
nor my heart. Vengeance, in some form, human or di- 
vine, waits on this crowding ; aud half the crimes 
tried in our courts are rude attempts of injured parties, 
swindled men and deserted women, to punish tho 
wrong-doers. I admire the courtesy of the ships on 
the sea, as they bend, so graceful at the helmsman's 
touch, under sail, to give each other room. " Let 
practise the like behavior on the land. Do you think 
j'ou own the whole road? is your cry to him who 
blocks it up. There are people on the highway of 
society, who yield nothing and arrogate all. Is our 
freedom glory, or a cant word? Baware of the doo- 
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trine ao rife, and by pretended reformera boldly 
preached, of a liberty in the affections which leads 
stjuightway to license and tjTanny ! Exercise that 
supreme self-control over every appetite whith gives to 
character its crown. Let there be a just limit in 
your act, your speech. A friend eaya she wanta some 
wise physician to tell her the use of the tongiio ; to 
liold it being the only use she has ever found. Kare 
and happy man or woman who has found that ! Learn 
restraint for your very imaginations and thoughts ! 
Suffer them not to roam into forbidden places, or prj' 
into your neighbors' secrets, or fashion vile pictures in 
the chambers of imagery, in your own breast I Stand 
in your lot, walk in the path, push not at any door 
which would not open of its own accord ; and you will get 
a poise so fine and perfect as to wade, without stagger- 
ing, the stream of death, and find the infinite nnity 
not independent of your life. 





IT is said that rational and radical tbinkera in 
religion only deny and destroy. The charge ia 
trne if they take away and do not replace the faith 
of mankind. But faith does not coDsiat in dogmas, or 
depend on statements, or increase with the size of its 
creed or number of its articles. It is that feeling of 
fealty to tnitli, and to the divine or human beings of 
whose nature truth is but the telling, which cannot be 
distinguished from love, though faith and love, in the 
church, have not been identiBed, but too often opposed. 
Bat, as no love is reckoned by notions in tlie head or 
professions in words, so faith will abide great reducing 
of propositions. How much of its stock is bankrupt, 
many of its vessels condemned, its former shelters 
broken up and its old kingdom passing away! Its 
pictures of heaven are faded, and its ancient hell has 
neither cover nor depth. Banishment is banished, and 
damnation is doomed. Whatever is built on false and 
exploded conceptions of the creation must tumble down. 
But faith is not going with the card-castles bj' which its 
childhood was startled or amused. As well think 
nature and society are departing with their antiquated 
(336) 
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and obsolete forma ; with monBtrous vegetation and 
terrible beasts, with superstitious customs and savage 
tribes. We do not disallow the theology which we 
supersede and fulfil. But no amount of denunciation, 
fanatical storming or ecolesiasticul will, can prolong 
the date of detected error, or prevent the incursion of 
new ideas ; any more than, against advancing civiliza- 
tion, fierce passions can malie the Arabs of Sahara or 
the North American Indians permanent peoples of the 
globe. 

The fittest, saya Darwin, aurvives : and aa the flah 
with its spreadiiig fina and shining scales ; the bird 
with ila fine feathers and soaring wings ; the turtle 
with its dome of spotted shell, handsome as St. Peter's ; 
the elephant's trunk, giraffe's neck, lion's and horse's 
mane, peacock's tail, tlie dove'a ruff of opaline lustre 
or changeable silk, the terrible claw which hinted to 
David God's tearing the wicked in pieces ; ao the heart 
of woman, and brain of man, are all steps and rounds 
on this ladder. The best temper, diaposition, idea, 
is going to live and prevail over the lower and worse. 
God leavea not the maiinefs, deeds, history of his 
children, more than the structure of a beast, to chance 
or caprice. Creation is graduation, a proeeaa of uni- 
versal degrees. Have the eye, ear, hand, foot, mouth, 
for all their marvels of beauty, music, motion and 
expression, been slowly unfolded fi'om rudimental atoms 
and organs? To conscience, love, faith, worship, intui- 
tion and imagination, arise germs that may have 
slumbered in the skull of a dog, brain of an ape, spine 
of a serpent, rings of a worm, gills of a gliding mon- 
ster that knows but to draw in and expel the water 
22 




and oar liis way through the brine; nay, primeval 
pnrtifles of earth and rook are on their way to intellect; 
and feeling. 

"Thine eyes did sen my substance being yet nnperfBct ; 
nnd In Oiy hook all my members were written, which in con- 
tinuance were fashioned when as yet there was none of 

Devout poetry anticipates doctrines at which religious 
people stand aghast. 

But of this evolution IVeedom ia part, preordained 
by the same energy that shaped the planet, fashioned 
every still or stirring figure, and drew the orba and 
orbits in diagrams of light and endless circles in the 
hollow of the sky. Man passes for something as well 
as matter. Matter is that which appears and is not ; 
spirit is that which appears not, but is. Madame de 
Sevigne says : To appear one must first be. But there 
can be onlj' one essence or substance which what we 
call matter manifests. Humanity is an immense factor 
in the sum. Look at the breeds floral and fanual 1 
What a creator of cattle and flowers man has been 
behold in every barn and green-bouse, in the fields of 
England, the streets of London and Paris, the racers 
of New York, and the gardens of Versailles and Kew I 
Is his own the only breed he cannot improve? Deter- 
mination and responsibility are the equation of weal 
or woe. 

History is God's revelation of what he cares for ; 
and the hope of the race shines and shoots forth ftom 
the low and bad customs it has outlived and left behind, 
idolatry, witchcraft, feudalism, the inquisition and 
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arbitrary rule. If likBiiess of structure bints one 
growth, how vivid tlie variation in the human frame 1 
What means the getting up of the animal into this 
erect form, the turning of the paws into hands, the 
retreating of the claws and talons into nails, cut and 
smoothed for heautj-, as a bird cleans its bill ; the 
dropping of the old shag of hair that covered the whole 
body, leaving but the silken, shiny, soft, many-colored, 
handsome covering of the head? It moans that some- 
thing more in us than our skin should be fair, clean 
and pure ! While the thatch of the beast gathers dust 
that cannot be combed or curried out, that we should 
grovel in no base habit ; that, protecting with such nice- 
ness of hose and shoes our feet, we should never walk in 
mean ways ; nor, like quarrelsome children, low women 
and vulgar men, revert or relapse to the condition of 
our physiological ancestors in the jungle and the desert 
by biting and scratching. Yon resent the doctrine of 
animal derivation, and think the human tribe began 
with an Adam scooped out of the dust with an Almighty 
hand? Why then do you growl when anything goes 
wi-ong with you, or track like a sleuth-hound yonrprey, 
or wind crooked as a serpent in your aim, or spring 
out of ambush like a tiger on your foe? These are 
better proofs than Darwin or Wallace can bring of 
beastly origin, however you disown your relations. O 
deceitful man, you seem to me first consin to the crea- 
ture in the fable that crept over the wall to tempt Eva 
with the apple ! O sensualist, I cannot help, in imag- 
ination, seeiug you on all fours in your lust I O irri- 
table, peevish, fretfLil human, are you so far from the 
hyena? She's a cat I with more truth than elegance, 
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cried one of a mouging, remorseless woman. He'3 
dag in the manger! How many a man of your 1 
qnaintanco might sit for that portrait ! What we call 
the eye-teeth, with their sharp points, are in Mr. Dar- 
win's catalogne tlie canine or dog-teeth; and the feeling 
of hostile scorn to anj' one will raise the lip that 
sheathes them, curiously, just as with a mastiff or 
leopard, on the side where the enemy stands. Our 
hoarding do we inherit from acquisitlTB tribes, animal 
and Indian, that bury food or treasure in a hole or 
cache, to be found on their return? Why doea our 
fi'icnd, that respectable citizen, not favor a certain 
plan for the common weal ? He sees no money in it for 
himself, was the reply. He is smooth, polite, oily, 
cordial in speech and appearance, full of promises to 
persuade you he would open his purse, and almost give 
hia life for your sake ! But, when it comes to the test, 
nothing of the plausible man is left but a sharp eye to 
hia own interest ; and the spider's web glittering with 
dew-drops in the sun no more charms and entanglea the 
unsuspecting, stupid, buzzing fly, than his threads 
ensnare and destroy. 

The devil has dropped his tail and shed his hoof, and 
become a gentleman. If he were a quadruped, it was 
said of an impure person ; if ho looticd like a {font, we 
should know what to expect and be on our guan^. 
Watch him keenly, he doea look so I How can a man 
be hid? The tendency of the species is to outgrow 
and slough off old errors and sins, as Mr. Lecky sliows 
how many evils have died of neglect. Attention is 
directed to other things, and what was in its time a 
good is displaced by something better, as a bud poshes 
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till the browo calys turns under, out, of sight, and 
falls I and the dead, cracked biirk was ooce delicate 
and alive. Even wrong, said a bold optimist, has a 
use in its place. Will not Sunday laws, sectarian claims 
on the Constitution, and remission of church-tax, go 
without Are and sword? The noble affections of human 
nature, quietly persisting, demonstrate their destiny to 
survive the depraved ones with all their noise. Tou 
blame, insult, storm at your meek companion ; and he 
takes it, like the Jew in the play, "with a patient 
shrug." It seems as if your passion would rend asunder 
and make nothing of the unresisting humility that per- 
haps annoys you all the more for being so self-possessed. 
But the forbearance will survive, and of your violence 
the time wUl come for you to be ashamed, and even 
emulate the long-suffering you now abuse. What 
became of those bigots in Judea who sang out from the 
people to the chief captain, Away with him from the 
earth, it is not Jit that such a fellow as Paul should 
livef I know not, only that Paul survived, preached 
Christ to Governor Felix till he trembled; with the 
enthusiasm of his eloquence made Festus in Felix's 
chair cry out he was mad ; in bonds tliat allowed not a 
gesture with the fettered hands, almost pei-anaded King 
Agrippa to be a Christian, sailed to Kome, wrote his 
immortal epistles with the once fettered wrists ; and 
baa come down a power for truth and honor to our day, 
a ghost to walk the earth unseen, more vital and vig- 
orous than any manifestations in the circles, his name 
for quotation on a hundred million tongues, his temper 
for a possession in countless hearts. 
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But curses and ribaldries die and are foi^ot. It is man's 
biimnesn, said Goethe, surveying tlic criminal scene, to 
enact hell on the earth. Tha hells, like volcanoes, only 
seem extinct ; they are ever ready to burst up and 
flame out afVesh. But, as in the gross planet, by man's 
instinctive art to mend and improve, thickets are 
cleared, swamps dried, the rock graded, the irrigat- 
ing channel (lug, the soil softened for all precioos 
seed, the forest hewn and mine quarried for grand 
building and cunning utensils to civilize and refine ; so 
the inhabitant is lifted and cleansed. Noah and Abra- 
ham and Lot survive in their faith; over their linger- 
ing, hesitation and drunkenness a cloak of charity for 
oblivion is laid. ' David's harp survives ; his adultery 
is buried 1n the shame of his soul and grave of his 
child. Solomon's wisdom survives, his concubinage is 
passed by as the mistake of Lis rank and time, to have 
its last relics hunted out of Salt Lake ; and the practical 
polygamy that lurks among vile folk elsewhere, is 
branded with disgrace by worthy women that claim the 
rights honorable men will allow, 

"The evil that mm do lives ajter them; 
Theffoodii oft intened unth fiefr bones"? 

There eonld not be a falser maxim. Baseness is disso- 
lution, nobility is resurrection. War dies hard, but 
die it must, as since the savage epoch how with all thu 
flashing muskets and echoing cannon it has decayed I 
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Capital punishment \tou\ii have ceased long ago but for 
the unfaithfuhiess of juries, pettifogging of lawyera, 
and dehiy of the law to inflict with iuevitable certainty 
some other equally dreaded penalty for capital crime. 
But, with killing so common that the newspaper startles 
us with the heading, — Latest murders in. New York, 
lias risen the resolve that, if nothing else will stay the 
red hand, the guilty must hang. It does not seem to 
be thejitteat that survive, when unoffending passengers, 
the unfortunate rich, uncongenial partners, or poor girls 
nnwiiling or aft-aid to be mates for life of greedy aolio- 
itors, like notes payable on demand, are straightway to 
be pistolled or stabbed, or have poison in their drink, 
their remains thrown into the furnace or the fiood, while 
the guilty assassins escape detection, or by grace of 
twelve men, though under God's ban, go scot-free, pre- 
pared at pleasure for some other game. 

Something survives. The feeling that you can do 
without your body and be yourself iu whatever form 
the Power may reelothe yon, is proof. But what, in the 
mind, is fit to survive? Some tastes and appetites, 
eonatitutionaliy strong when we are young, die or 
diminish as we advance in years, and other affections 
grow and flourish. Religion, says Buckle, is stationary ; 
only knowledge survives ; science is the word we conjure 
with. But the knowing famdty, the natural and noble 
disposition to analyze and explore the material universe 
is not supreme. The angels go not round, with lenses 
and retorts and chemical substances, in their hands. 
Bather with them we associate music and poetry and 
sweet society, and errands of mercy. Goodness, and 
purity, harmony aud beauty, are fittest to survive, and 
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will prevail. Intellect, understaading, and even reason, 
h(-rvf) the heart and 9oal. Sctecce is figured as the 
Hiiii, tlic flctitiments satdliteB. But, sajs Shakespeare, 
" rnvurcnce is the angel of the world." There is more 
t.liiiii one sun ; every fixed star is a. centre. Is not benev- 
oltriee siin-likc ? What information of sense and matter 
nliould not revolve round it? Radical scholarship and 
critleism has its use to expose mistakes. But how 
diurnal to stop with blasting and blowing up ! What 
news froiu God and tidings of heaven, in place of false 
and yroundlesa re[>ort8? To live on liberty is to star%'e 
to death. Humanity, yet an infant, unable to subsist 
like an air plant on our theories, will hang on t|ie 
breast of imagination to auck sincere milk of the Word 
of CJod. Conscience may die, but love will survive. 
It is the source and sum of creation, " Love not," 
nms the song, " the thing you love may die " ? Not 
only the thing, but the feeling or fancy, so many dignify 
will) llie name ! Dead loves are more sad to think of 
than aught wrapped in tlie shroud, or laid on a bier. 
Deep graves in every heart hold these melancholy 
remains. But no worthy affection ever perislied. Must 
wo not love what we see ? But who ever saw man or 
woman more than God? Only what is insusceptible 
of siglit we love. 

" The cloud-capped towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The Holemn temples, tie great globe Itself, 
Yen, all which It luherit, shall dissolve ; " 

but not the spirit that animates with sincerity the 
liumblest breast. The false king, Alonzo, is reminded 
by nature of his treachery. 
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" Methonght tlie billows spoke, and told me of It; 
The winds did sing it to me ; nod tlie thunder. 
That deep and drcadibl organ-pipe, 

Did bass my trespass." 

But all nature is melodious iostrnment of your truth. 
Is man glorified offspring of beast, and shall we be less 
constant and more forgetful than the dog? God, if 
I be not steadfast, let me not be! 

Yet annihilated personal cotisciouanesa is the doc- 
trine of scientific materialism. Ourselves and all we 
have we otoe to death, aaja Huxley, quoting with. 
approval the Latin phrase. The walrus puts ita body 
between its young and the hunter's spear ; the hen runs 
afraid from you or your vehicle, but ruffles against 
hound, hawk or man to defend her chick ; the horse 
rushes into battle and bleeds with his rider ; the dog 
will die sooner than desert his master's propertj- ; what 
a faithful servant or sentinel sita in the wagon or watches 
and barks at the door 1 Let your blow reach or youi 
slander forever stain me, rather than touch the woman 
I love ! I join in the song for Jephtha's daughter. 
Wajl her, angels, through the upper air! 

But shall the individual creature survive ? The 
creature does not want to, io \t3 form, but in its quality. 
I do not want to, as a tuan, but as an angel. Shall I 
be the same and have memory of tJie past ? If I be at 
all, some experiences must cling of friendship, joy and 
devotion, under which my mortal clay trembled and 
cracked. But this is, to some, pure rhapsody. Goethe 
says, Whom Ood deceives, is well deceived. " Jf delu- 
sion, BLESSED delusion," both liberal and Orthodo- 
preachera cry. But does God play with us? Is i 
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worthy of him? The cat pats the mouse, which she 
will race after to tear and devour. Is the Lord a larger 
power of the same sort? If we are mocked od this 
iuner stage, all is moctery. I would rather decline the 
eutertainment and back out of the world, made for 
sport so grim. 

" Butchered to make a Roman hoUUny," 

writes Bjtou, of the gladiator. But the universe can be 
no such an arenu for divine festivity. Something has 
gone from the lifeless corse 1 " Would you like to look 
at him f" la he in the coffin? Theodore Parker never 
looked at or alluded in his service to the dead body. 
I contradict lawj-er or priest talking of the survivors. 
Who are the snr\ivors? Rather they sm^ve us. When 
the question arose of compensating the masters in 
Porto Rieo, one gentleman pi^oposed instead to com- 
pensate the slaves 1 At some tribunal the timo shall 
come. There hangs the portrait of the mother, dying 
too soon for you to know. Shall not your longing 
to see her be met? Immortality is recompense. The 
love, that asks no reward, and seeks no pleasure, 
is immortal. But can you think of hatred, selfishness, 
a base propensity to enjoj-ment or revenge as living 
forever? Has not your false or fierce delight, in your 
own feeling, its fleeting quality and fugitive mark? So 
far as you live in it, are not you dissolute, dissolving 
like the objects of your desire ; and belief impossible? 
The seed must rot, to grow ; everj' dying body is 
such a seed. When a miasionaiy quoted Paul's text 
to a savage as proof of immortality, the savage said there 
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is a part of the seed that does not die. Out of a centre 
still alive the barley after fifty generations from the 
pyramids has been made to grow. An unperishcd 
germ is in the atone of a plum or eye of a potato. 
Digging aronnd some old English castles stirred seeds 
tliat bad not sprouted for ages. But it is an asBumptiun 
that the human frame more than the acorn entirely 
dies. What lives and is regenerated in the oat or 
aeorn lies behind what yon see, or magnify with a lens 
when you split it open. It is the idea of the plant, the 
power which uses np tliat minute genu. Invisible as 
a ghost is that principle ; and the mystery of recovered 
existence is as great in a stem of rye as in the restor- 
ation of a man. By a sort of death the soul lives. 
When an unworthy appetite dies and is buried, out of 
its interior sepulchre comes a better disposition; as 
the Indian believes the prowess of the warrior he has 
vanquished is transferred to himself, and it is, in his 
new confidence and courage. So every ill motive you 
get the better of has, into a better impulse, its wild 
energy refined. So much vitalitj', turn it how you will ! 
Death is tiie method of life ; and all interment the 
condition of resurrection. As you follow the corse in 
the funeral, let your grief join the same procession ! 
What you loved has gone up ; when your selfish si 
dies, that too shall mount ! Life must be within befoie 
it is without. Death is the basis of life, in the mortal 
frame. We think the bony structiu-e is the foundation 
all in us is reared on. But there is no bone at the be- 
ginning of life. It. is the deposit, in the system, of 
death, — a precipitate of the worn-out particles. K 
the ossification extend into any of the living centres, 
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like the heart, the whole machine stops. But the death 
arrested is the upholstery of life. The aktill, sepnrate 
from tlie blood-vessels and nerves, is stiff and inan- 
imate, aad may be kept ia the museum of anatomy For 
ages, lilce a mineval. Yet it is the vessel of the braia 
in which all the amazing Ainctions of thouglit and 
feeling go on ; the shiiue of the image of God and 
casket of his jewels. A child might think tlio keruels 
of an ear of corn were set iu tlieir sockets like so raany 
garneta or bits of gold. But this cob, which ia left after 
tlio shelling of the corn, was not the commencement. 
It is the slight ever-growing deposit of death on which 
the life of tbe^lant is built. This vegetable skeleton, 
in the cane, bamboo, and cocoa-nut, as in the shcll-Ssh 
and turtle, is thrown on the outside, but everywhere 
is the deposition of death and column of life ; and there 
is a consciousness tliat responds to the fact. WliUe 
the particles of flesh change with every tick of the 
clock, I feel ready to deposit my whole body as a par- 
ticle, and find in my tomb something to stand od and 
be uplifted by. 

What is the earth itself hut a skeleton in a tomb, the 
rocky strata its ribs, and its dust the remains of a 
million generations of all the kingdoms of life I Fut 
a fence round the monument where loved ashes repose ? 
The planet is an unfenced mausoleum. Walk not over 
graves ? It ia all grave ! The coral reefs, the foundations 
of continents, are sepulchres which men rear dwell- 
ings on ; death evorywhcre the pediment and pillar, not 
the pit, but the ladder of life. 

An argument for survival is in our discontent. The 
vessel's cargo does not fill her hold ; and she must, for 



« 



1 




8UHT1VAI,. 843 

larger fteight, touch at other ports ! A late English 
writer says : I find God in my dissatisfaction with my- 
self; and this ia the stamp of nobility and sign of 
destiny. With all his peace, Jesus was the most dis- 
contented of men, and could find no words to tell the 
strait he was is. Nothing so becomes us as a certain 
displeasure with ourselves. Let my friends and blootl- 
relations dislike me ! I like not myself half so well as 
tiiej' do. I am like a crooked street — a building 
whose walls arc not plumb — a low damp place in the 
city, an unhealthy Back Bay or Miller River nuisance, 
to be abated ; and my knowledge of the evU is prophecy 
of good. Shall James Watt's discontent at the waste 
of steam fi'om the tea-kettle, or Kobert Fulton's at its 
poor economy, be a prediction ; and mine mean noth- 
ing, at the leakage or misuse of moral force? Shall 
the reformer of every oppiession find freedom foretold, 
and shall no intimation of deliverance reach (he soul 
when its whole nature ia prophetic of a motion that 
shall be rest? You are dissatisflod with my perform- 
ance ; and you tell me its faults, bow it is too subtle, 
Tisiooary and long, and you want more practical 
pungency and pitb. But before and more than yon 
1 am dissatisfied, myself! Jly remorse is an early 
riser, and up quicker than your complaint, I know 
what that ascent of Jesus was, which makes all bodily 
resurrection of no account. The reason he stayed not 
in the ground, was that lie could not be contented 
tliere ! 

We cheapen IVovidence when we make it more fore- 
sight of facts. It runs deeper, in that law by which 
the soul disowns surrender, cannot believe in its own 
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deBpondeQcy,or sabmit to the dejection nnder whicli as 
a funeral pall it is pressed ; but reacts against every 
unhappy circumstance, raises on its miseries great ex- 
pectations, and flames into love out of all chastisement 
and misfortune, as the hottest fire is kindled from 
green wood and anthracite like rock. This is its own 
augury that it will wrest felicity from fate. What 
form Christ reappeai'cd in, or whether the disciples 
had of him ocular or visionary view, is of little concern, 
compared with that persuasion of his real return iu 
which they could confront councils, beard governors 
and kings, and go gladly to their doom. This essence 
of the story is, in the mind's constitution, a conviction 
of the future, which is Goil's accountability to himself. 
- This yearning of all nature, from tie clod to the seraph, 
to be bom and become more than it is, infused by him, 
he will fulfil. It is the bond which be will, in ways 
past our anticipation, redeem. I care not, says the 
seller, how long this mortgage runs on mj- land. Bat 
the spiritual teri'itory cannot pass out of possession ; 
and there is no lien ou it to lift. Death is the dis- 
charge of liability. Our clay and carnality dropped, 
no incumbrance is left. The sick old man said : I am 
Borrj' you were not admittetl, for while the breath is in 
my body I should wish to see you. That was loyalty, 
breath and body or not ; and it is tliis sentiment, not 
conceivable separate from personal being, which has 
indefeasible title to endure. Nothing else has claim so 
strong. It is the wan'antj--deed of God, which he is 
obliged to defend ; nor do we know any better title he 
has himself to exist. 




SIGNS 



THERE is & new invention of self-evident signs, to 
catch tlie passer's eye in the street with descrip- 
tions in vivid coloring of occupations pursued or arti- 
cles on sale. Signals, of high meaning or low, play an 
important part in human life'; hut all the voluntary 
ones are coarse and inexpressive contrivances com- 
pared to the great system of nature. From the sing- 
ing of the morning stars together over the completed 
creation, to the elements, in Milton's verse, hinting the 
fall of man, runs this idea that spirit has matter for 
its tongue and tell-tale. All that has transpired is 
recorded on the earth ; and if Mr. Darwin tbink the 
register incomplete it is only because we want yet an 
eye fine to road. Ail that shall be has some index, 
though no palmist or gipsy divine the result. Proph- 
ecy is the gift of such as can peruse the thousand 
signs, any one of wliicli holds the meaning of all. 
Second sight is but deeper penetration than first. The 
prophet saw what Hazael would do, though he was 
amazed as though he had been called a dog. 



" A race, In nhlch <l[<i meet 
Sweet lecoids, promises a: 
(3S1) 
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is Ijiit one of iliscloaures without number. ITow ofTea 
we trust Ihc unconscious language against tbe spoken 
words ! " The fac^e is the face of Jacob, but tlie bands 
are the liaiida of Esau." What a fonti, unsuspicious 
old patriarch it was, of whose blindnesa a mean advau- 
tago was talten by the conspiring, cunning boy ! To 
age he must have added dotage not to detect the trick. 
Through the forma and terms of daily politeness, how ' 
wc pierce by manifestatioiia in the manner and connte- 
naiicc people are unaware of, to what is meant or 
desired 1 Their affectation of cordiality is followed by 
one of gi'ief and surprise that their hollow invitations 
are declined. The nobleman is he whoae e.vpress and 
unintended intimationa match ; and the true woman, 
beyond all ladyhood, takes no part in this universal 
mnsquerade with viaora of flesh and blood. We have 
not classified sufficiently when we speak of the human 
eye. How manj- sorts of eye ! The mole eye and the 
eagle, the telescopic fixed on the invisible far-off, and 
the raicroBCopic peering into what is close hid, and the 
meteoric that threatens with its blaze ; tlie eye as 
superficial and insignificant as a huckleberry, and the 
eye that beams with thought and purpose, as when, by 
some peculiar transparency, we see with its many- 
colored objects the bottom of the deep ; the pure eye 
and that which assaults chastity like a wanton grasi) ; 
the eye that is a benediction and the one that is a 
hole in the head ; the eye veracious and of straightfor- 
ward look, so that the whole body turns with it, and 
the snakc-ej^e, appearing for a moment sly and malig- 
nant, then back to its covert ; the fox or lion-eye ; the 
flckle eye, shifting like a kaleidoscope, and that unwiuk- 
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ing ODe which is Baid to characterize greatness aud 
genius, such as Goethe and Napoleon had. How full 
to bursting with design the universe is when so small 
an orb is a history in so many volumes ; and what a 
hard theory to hold, materialism becomes, when the 
mass means so little, and a particle is like the rod to 
discharge a thunder-cloud ! 

Prophetic vision is not of absolute tmth, but an 
interpretation, lightning-like and unawares, of signs 
or shadows of coming events. Weather-wise men and 
animals, and financiers who feel a coming change in 
their bones, observe and sum up signs of which their j 
intelligence renders no strict account. Tlie tiaaccus- 
tomed lightness or heaviness, which is all certain char- 
acters ill Shakespeare can name as on their spirits, 
proceeds from indications nuconsciously gathered of 
blessing or bane in the air ; as Mowbray, in the play 
of Henry IV., is dejected at what seems a happy com- 
promise between the armed hosts. Some, like Joseph, 
have a natural faculty of prevision, to read riddles and 
construe dreams, and are mediums : others dispute or 
advocate, and seem, as lawyers' children, born with an 
argimient in their brains. Signs are moral and open a 
case with the author of our being ; for, like unburied 
reflise where strangers in forest or pasture have set up 
their tents, we find iinambiguous hints that there has 
been much camping in our constitution, which is no 
vii^in soil but an ancestral muster-field ! The taunt is 
flung at rich heirs that they, in their pride of posses- 
Bion, think not in what slave-trade or cheating of spice- 
merchants, in Africa or Ceylon, their money was made. 
But the bumors in our frame are a worse bequest than 
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from any tainted stocks or blood-stained plantation. 
I could throw away, or, like receivers of back congres- 
siona.1 pay, endow an institution with my forefathei-s' 
doubtnil gains; but what to do with the tradition in 
me of their sins? They little thought, perhaps, such 
alloyed and poisonous penny-tokens shoold be handed 
down ! O dead, interreil, long-aince risen generations, 
where had you been, to contract for your posterity such 
fatal inheritance of disease breaking ont with every 
flagrant sign in their blood? Were it not a safficient 
judgment-seat for you, without any final upper bar, 
that they, are intemperate or profligate, thievish or 
profane, because j'ou were? There is an illness so 
serious, though never mentioned in polite society, that 
in other lands the propriety has been discussed of 
inoculation for it as for small-pox. We conscien- 
tiously shrink from burdening our descendants with 
taxes ; but what imposition of war-debt or ship-money 
or tarifl' is so bad as this ? Within the confines of our 
own organism is an unfinished strife ; and, despite tha 
pro\'erb of scorn against fighting other people's battles, 
it is a doom none escapes. Round about this domain 
of flesh we must go, as one surveys his farm, bunting 
up traces of former damage ; and how much of our 
moral task is in these repairs ! The benefit of the 
work and struggle alone evens the scale ; for, as the 
expulsion of bears and wolves from a territory implies 
more than the negative advantage of safety from their 
claws and teeth, ao does di'iving out of our nature tha 
wild beast. To improve and adorn one's own country, 
not to conquer new regions, is the statesman's motto ; 
and it is the true aim, in every bosom, of ttua landlord 
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of the soul. We are iu cliarge of a great estate, inde- 
feasible, to go down clean or ill-kept to the nest occu- 
pants. But wo arc shadows ourselves, here to-day, 
awaj- to-morrow ; yet with ability for permanent bet- 
terment of our children's and the common lot. What 
is an addition to one's fortune, though reckoned in 
millions, to preparation of good to countless unbegot- 
ten, by material or spiritual liftiug to higher vautage- 
grounda of whole commmiitiea and growing towns? 
The way you decide some religious or economical 
question involves the welfare of thousands to come 
after. They are not hero to vote ; let their providen- 
tial proxies beware in determining their fate ! What 
curses or congratiilations are sure to rise in the distance, 
unheard save in the ear of God ! Blood, that does 
not yet Bow, may cleave to our skirts ; or on lips, 
unshaped to articulate, loud blessing for our names. 
We could hear oor neighbor's reproach or rude abuse 
in the street ; but it must wound and rend the inward 
ear to have this ghostly upbraiding from afar. 

Signs are God's honest traitors to us, and suffer no 
■wrong intent to be hid. You may cover yourself with 
politeness, wear grace for a gaiToent and modesty a 
silk veil ; if you be of an assuming, thrusting, and in- 
trusive temper, the contrast of the rude design with the 
smooth manner is but more gross. The gambling is 
not all at Ilombourg or Baden Baden or in our city sa- 
loons ; and no male or female gamester ever played so 
shrewdly but the masque sometimes dropped, the baud 
was seen ; as, in the story, the Red Kover hoisted his 
true colors and appeared the pirate he was. The man 
who plays shabby tricks in secret, at length plays them 
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openly and knows it not ; his loss of the sense of 
honor being bis exposure, penalty and shame. To be 
by otliers thought what we would, tlie only way is to 
be what we would be thought. But this simplicity, 
which in the babe is the first hint of nature, is in the 
adult the last attainmect of character, when seeming 
and being, the sign and the significance are the same. 
It is curious to notice the duplicity some practise on 
principle, and make it their boast. My intellect, says 
one, ia a radical and goes for free thought ; my- heart 
is conservative and takes in the orthodox, my love 
proceeding though my idea stays behind. Can we 
then 80 divide and subdivide ourselves? Are our fac 
ulties and affections such a chest of tools, and can I 
take up my understanding in one hand and my sonl in 
another, and use them by turns according to the com- 
pany I am in ? What part of yourself, my friend, I 
pray, do j'on dro]) when you converse with me? If I 
cannot have the whole, the integrity of your faith and 
nature, I want none I Here is the sin and woe of hu- 
man relationship that one becomes a different person 
straightway he has turned his back ; and when Jesus 
enjoined love of the one God with all the heart, mind, 
soul and strength, he did away with these mechanical 
distinctions in his sublime command. When my 
mind goes where ray heart does not, I am double- 
miuded and not single-hearted ; but a thief, some detec- 
tive is after, though I never took a cent from the till. 
Standing four square to the winds, is a favorite poetic 
figure for nobility ; and moral worth, like architecture, 
is known by its harmony with itself. How admii'able 
this fitness and essential veracity, whic)i is the iinmu- 
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tabilUy we adore ia the deity, and is not monotony but 
influite variety ! My friend does not always express 
himself; but his reserve, is as candid as his word. 
Truth does not always speak ! Silenco is its finest ex- 
pression. From a speechless man's looks, in the cor- 
ner of the room. I got more information than fVom the 
loquacious debater who monopolized tlie floor. We 
fear wo have withheld our judgment because, in the 
formal meeting, we sat stili. But as our weight ia felt 
in a carriage or a boat, so our opinions without profes- 
sion are reckoned in the scale. A million spears of 
grass, rooted in the bottom and bending one way 
to tbe surface, show the direction of the tide ; and na- 
ture has as many signals of our drift. All the conceits 
we indulge arc but the gay blinders we wear, conceal- 
ing much from us, but deceiving no observation on 
ourselves. These cross purposes of social ambition, in 
fine ladies and forward gentlemen, how pathetic or 
amusing to see ! But, when one comes without pre- 
tence, who sees no ladder to climb and has no axe to 
grind and no trumpet but some angel's to blow, having 
been born and come into the world like Jesus to testify 
to the truth, to the simple and unconscious glory every 
knee bows. How different he is though he know it 
not ; but regenerates us with his geniality and original- 
ity alike 1 We are all witnesses, as that same Master 
said he was, of oui-selves ; but how diverse the value 
of the testimony we bear! 

We speak of good or bad signs ; and there is no worse 
one of this age than the resolving of all religion into 
what is miscalled liberty, liberality and love. Love ia 
& word of such degeneracj', as to excite disgust. Well 
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for US it ia not the only name for God in the Old Tes- 
tament or New, when men, inclioed to pardon and 
commit affectionate sins, ridicule peiiect purity ; and it 
is taken for granted that what is alive must be free in 
the sense of being foul! Deliver ua frota the love 
which is but the soft varietj' of hate ! An eminent 
Massachusetts clergj-man, preaching jnstice in New 
York to a congregation fed on the sympathies for their 
onlinary fare, was puraned with the umbrage of their 
displeasure from the church-door ; and I wns assured 
by a woman tliat the person, by whose clerical fondness 
she had been enticed, as he handed to her from the 
Lord's table the common ion-cnp, repeated with signif- 
icant emphasis the text, The blood of Jcsiis Christ 
clcanseth fi'om all sin I In the timbers of the sanctu- 
ary is a secret rot, for which if soundness be not soon 
put, the days are at hand when there shall not be left 
one stone upon another that shall not be thrown down ; 
for Christian meeting-house or Hebrew temple, shrine 
or synagogue, to the overturning and rebuilding power 
are one. When the title reverend was applied to a 
minister, that pastor without reproach, Charles LoweSl, 
was wont to quote from the psalma, pointing with hla 
finger up, Holy and reverend is His name! If our 
feeling become superficial and sensual, theu duty must 
be proclaimed in precedence of sentiment ; for truth is a 
law which no smoothing-plane can shave off; and it 
were a blessing to society to have righteonsnesa held 
forth for a generation to come instead of toleration 
without bound. Peace on earth to good-willing men, 
not indiscriminately to all, was the reading of tiie ben- 
ediction insisted on by the Hungarian Kossuth. 
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An evil sign is in oui insincere und disjoiat^d life. 
The man that makes the sixteenth part of a pin coop- 
erates to one result ; and, when Webster and Wirt as- 
tODiahed the ladies by driving ont together after their 
sharp battle at the bar, they had served the ends of 
justice by the impassioned presenting each of his cli- 
ent's case ; hut when we put religion into a corner with 
which business and politics and society have no con- 
cern, or cost out of onr ecclesiastical communion the 
man we accept everj'where else, wc convict ourselves 
in condemning him, and our theology is a partiality 
andnot a principle, fiction and no fact. My good ortho- 
dox brother is cowteous with me on the street ; ha 
covets and courts my company, calls on mc at my house, 
eats at my table, sleeps under my roof, comes to enjoy 
with me uiy prosi>ect of niiture or my pictures of art, 
is interested to inquire for my family, puts on uo airs 
in conversation, respects my judgment in matters of 
conscience, reason and the divine command ; doubts 
not my ability or honesty, but treats me as his peer ; 
perhaps he asks advice and worldly favor at my hand 
or subscription to his denominational funds, counting, as 
the Italian beggar said to the New England free-thinker, 
my money orthodox ; or he may be a stranger and 
stupid intruder founding his claim to bore me in the 
country on the fact of his ha\-ing bored me in the town ; 
ho questions not my competency to speak or the wUl 
of the people to listen ; he will come with them to hear 
my lecture in the town-hall ; at a pinch in his absence 
for his convenience he may be glad to have me burj' his 
dead ; but in that little box of his pulpit I must not be 
allowed to stand ! It is his trust, and the property of 
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his sect, mortgaged to his creed, involving the aalva- 
tioa of souls ; and be with bis deacons must pass a vote 
of inexpediencj' on any sucb service as mine, though a 
partisan bias in it no microscope coiild detect. The 
dnllest man, who lias confessed the articles, or an un- 
tried noTice ambitious to handle the tools, to whom 
Christ is absolute God, and bell-fire unquenchable, is 
prefeiTed to a veteran genius devoted to illustrating the 
Master's character all bis life, because, among the dog- 
mas, the trinity is not reckoned on bis list I Z say, 

" Oat upon this half-raced fellowship " 1 

It is time this beir-loom of bigotry, that bas come 
down for ages, were seen for the monster it is, regarded 
as an affront aud put into the garret. Retained with 
sacrifice of candor, or for fear of the consociation, it 
costs too much. It works no barm or hardship save to 
the cause of truth. Personally the excluded and ex- 
commuuciated smile at it as heat-lightning or thunder 
without a bolt. It is an old lion, whoso teeth are 
dropped or drawn, or a wild beast stuffed whose 
fierceness is dumb show. It belongs to a system of 
passports aud spies and petty custom-house rules, aud 
with it should pass away as a hindrance to the circula- 
tion of ideas and free trade of thought. It famishes 
the hungry when there is bread enough aud to spare. It 
rends the Lord's body which it jjretends to embalm, and 
violates the example bo set ; for what did that same 
Jesus, standing up for whom this intolerance i 
named, but rejoice in spirit at his encounter with the 
Greeks, instead of being coulined to the Jews ; while 
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tbere was no Pharisee, Sadducee, Itomaii or Esaene, he 
was not ready to listen to as well aa instruct, having 
an ear as good and generous as his tongue ! Keep the 
peace, meddle not with village narrowness, let every- 
body go to heaven his own way, are well-meant coun- 
sels ; but superseded by the nobler obligation to bear 
witoess to the truth, give a reason for the faith that is 
in you, and guide tra>'ellera that are otT the track, and 
will not reach paradise tlie way they go. 

Under the title of Old Probabilities, weather-signs 
aim at the dignity of science ; and we measure the 
safety of a journey or voyage, and manage to keep out 
of the bristling circle of snow, nnlaahed by the tail of 
the thunder, and decide if it be pnident to pass Hat^ 
teras or go round Cape Cod. A flock of ships, count- 
less as birds in the sky, take from a dial in Washing- 
ton the hint of their courses all over the sea ; and the 
official announcement now sent to every village in the 
land, hits the truth so nearlj-, one testifies that on the 
strength of it he kept his cattle from drowning in a 
pen. Into such wisdom the rude conjectures of sailors 
and farmers at last are distilled ! A greater step will 
be to learn the cautionary signals between men and 
natioDS, and avoid worse mischiefs than of the storm, 
as Jesus saw the approaching iniin of the Jewish state. 
Liberals call fear, even of God, a mean motive ! But 
there is a philosophy of it, bow unheeded by Great 
Britain when the Mother-land became our step-mother 
in the Civil War ! She thought our case hopeless, the 
diyiaiou in the American house final, Jefferson Davis 
creator of a new nation, and the old one a patient far 
gone in consumption, or a castaway swooning on the 
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beach, who would expire with the wrecker's sqneeze. 
The privateers, she manned to rednce na to a left- 
handed struggle with the foe, were the well-ordered 
procession for our funeral I Wliile the laugh weat np 
against as from Mr, Laird's shipj-anl, we failed not to 
hoist cautionary signals, and oar ininister declared the 
piratical equipment meant war. But the noise of our 
complaint seemed but the death-rattle in our throat, 
till the self-preservation of a great people waa an 
accomplished fact, and on a claim of damages the 
pocket of the volunteer ally of secession became more 
sensitive than tUe honor had been years before ; yet 
her pride is forced into pay and apology for neglecting 
signals she had not sense to discern ; and, while the 
hot blood now cools on either side, a new leasoa is set 
in the politics of the world. 

From disregard of the cautionary signals arise what 
social jars 1 People blunder in conversation from 
lack of sympathy to perceive the state those they talk 
with are in, and so to understand the signals of dis- 
tress. A gentleman pushes his inqniiy into my private 
habits, relations, and affaii's, not knowing how I wince. 
I saw the torture applied by a lady, with that indel- 
icate inqaisitiveness which is the most annoying trait, 
deaf and blind to the tone and look of displeasure in 
her subject, till on her departure he drew a long sigh 
of relief. The brakeman is aware by the position of a 
black or red ball when the track is clear ; Vesuvias 
gave in the air and ground premonition lately which 
the dwellers on its side to their cost would not reck, 
and we run into mischief through the human manner 
we overlook. In your quiet sail, as you lean over the 
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gunwale, yoa wonder at the skipper's starting to reef 
the canvas or shift the helm ; and he shows you far off 
on the water the swift black spot of the squall, which 
an expert will detect the tokens of in human belmrior 
when all appears serene. As buoys with long painted 
amis swing np and down in ehoal places under the 
waves' motion, so there arc places in Iinman nature 
and the disposition of our friends to be as carefully 
marked ; and kindness and humility are the eyes for 
the look-out ! But there are folk so preoccupied that 
in observ'iug others they see only themselves as through 
a medium or in a mirror, Snch egotists are no mag 
nets. They are nnflt for fricndahip or marriage ; they 
have no mesmeric force. Unconscious beauty ia irre- 
sistible charm ; and she, that stoops to conquer, knows 
not she stoops. Instinctive grace never comprehends 
its own mai'vels. I went to a show of azaleas, dazzling 
with complemenlary colors. But a human azalea came 
in, with carmine cheek and downcast look ; and, like 
the publican, would not so much as lift up her eyes 
to the heaven she constrained me to look after in them, 
unaware of the spell she wrought. He that pronounces 
not himself, can pronounce tnith, duty and God. But 
they can never utter his name who speak their own. 
Wilfulness is weakness, there being no such tool as the 
obstinate man persuaded he is having his own way 
when he is but having yours ; but lowliness ia strength. 
The unambitious worker is no copy but a cause ; and 
what accumulation of causative power in him, on a 
misunderstanding of whose word about Peter and the 
Rock was reared the Romish Church, the greatest of 
institutions from a passing humorous trope ! 
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The eignala thicken and multiply a8 we come close 
togctlier, till tlie question arises in what degree of 
intimacy can human ereaturea live ? When certain 
persons were sjiokcn of as a band of brothers, the I 
poet Rogers remarked, he had heard they did not get 
along very well, but knew not it was so bad as that j ( 
and Mr, Thackeray, to a friendly overture where he | 
had taken offence, sends back the card with a figure of 
himself kneeling, and the lady, that had alienated him 
pouring hot coals from an ornamentaL brazier on hia 
bead. A system of cautionary signals might prevent 
all collisions ; and it is high time, when pistol, poison ' 
and rod are getting into female hands. Women- 
haters must wish to give them tlie vote, if they will ' 
drop other weapons ! We want a coast survey of our i 
own kind, and not only to know yonder is half-tide 
rock and the whdlft's back and the bow-bells and Driver's 
in the harbor ! Wliat is tlie use of having yonr piano 
tnned, and not your temper ? If the husband has eaten 
his razor, or the wife swallowed her scissors before 
breakfast, what chance of a happy feast at the board? 
The case is as bad as of the smuggling German who 
swallowed the diamonds which the customs-oflScers 
saved his life by obliging him with an emetic to 
restore. Let us learn that our sentence is from ; 
stranger but our nearest mate ! My critic sits by my 
side. I tremble not at him anonymous in his great 
editorial olHce ! I langh at exceptions and misrepre- 
sentations in the newspaper. But the judge, I fear, is 
my partner, brother, sister, child. The last trumi>ets 
will usher in no trial so terrible and just. A flg for 
fame and reputation! Do your neighbors think irell 
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of you? Do your kindred approve; they, who touch 
and search you every hour, and no more than God 
mistake your motives and aims? Then be at rest 
concerning your fate ! The doors of heaven swing 
wide and the gates of paradise are ajar. Affectionate 
families are thought clannish ; all their geese arc 
swans I But this is better than any of Darwin's trans- 
formations. Leave not those, next you, to get compli- 
ment or appreciation only from abroad ; encourage 
your companions and children, and so give them the 
daily bread in the Lord's Prayer ; grudge not a heai'ty 
tribute, aa though they would get an advantage, and 
you could not so well on occasion put them down with 
blame ; and fear not the harm from praise which cen- 
sure more often inflicts. A father proud of his chil- 
dren, but never applauding lest he sJiould spoil, is 
unnatural and unwise. 

Let us heed the cautionary signals in ourselves. 
Every countenance is a whole set of them to others ; 
and, putting the community on guard, can we not 
protect ourselves? How blind each one is to what 
eTerybody else sees I I hope you will take care of 
the Constitution, said a reeling citizen to John Quiucy 
Adams, on a preaidential tour. Yes, was the answer, 
and I commend to your good keeping your own I Let 
conscience, not vanity, look in the glass, and what 
warnings appear, of pallor and wrinkles, thin lines or 
fatty degeneration, premature baldness ; or gray hairs, 
no crown of glory, but an uuvcnerable publication of 
sin ! That people should be so pleased with the mir- 
ror's self-reflections is strange. I met a man, all whose 
former vigor and vivacity had, with ease and high 
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' living and retirement from bnsioess, so ran to size 
without spiritual significance, that I wondered he 
could put on such a handsome dress of broadcloth, 
ruffles, jewels, and fashionable hat in his age ! It 
seemed but premature decoration of a corpse, and as 
if he were laying himself out 1 When we notice, in 
early years, the unsteady hand, mnscular twitch, nerv- 
ous twinge, red or muddy eye, we ask. What, O young 
man or woman, have you been doing, to hold out these 
signals of disorder and distress as of an unoQleercd 
regiment or disabled ship? The pipe or wine-glass ia 
a little thing to lift ; hut it tires strong men out at 
last! Seductive pleasure is the herald of burning 
pain. Nature, with inward rumblings and outward 
darkenings, by whirling loaves, fleeing beasts and birds 
announces her convulsions ; aches and languora, neu- 
ralgic lances and dyspeptic lines are the advance-guard 
of disease and death. Old Probabilily predicts nut the 
weather alone 1 God's agent and vice-president he 
signalizes billow and blast or halycon sea and skj*. 
which we call heaven and hcU, beyond the horizon's 
verge. Ttie promises are for the good. As from coral 
skeletons rise wide lands, with quiet lagoons, in Pacific 
seas through which a small canvas can go safe for 
hundreds of miles, so the bones of saints become to 
devotees a shelter and support. Only living virtue 
serves forever. The eider-duck lines her nest with 
down plucked from her bosom with her own beak. 
Taken from the bird a moment after death it has lost 
its elasticity, and is worthless as an article of com- 
merce. What we leave to be done, by what we call 
our willy signifies not like what we do alive. 
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He must be blind to the horoscope, who, sees not the 
kingdom of creed passing away. Character is the only 
currency ; and the question is not if you be Chi'istian, 
but what your Christianity means. Every statement 
of spii'it is spurious ; every establishment is counter- 
feit coin. Whether our particular religion is more 
than religion in general, or lesa, becomes a trivial 
debate when words and names, however sacred, ai'e 
altogether in doobt, and none can tell in what his love 
or worship consists. "It is my secret," said Eubio- 
Btein. Professed or published, it has deceased. Do we 
never feel that wo affront God, iu saying God ? The 
fairies are said to go when we whisper. Your affec- 
tion for me is naught if it need other than your whole 
being as a noiseless tongue. What is it to me, if it 
suffice not to you? Declared it is spoiled. Give me 
no proof or pledge of a reality, which is stronger than 
all covenants and unsustainable by any vow 1 But 
the license is a forgery, that would loosen its bond, 
and blasphemes as slavery the mai-riage which is but 
liberty in truth. Beauty is the sign-manual of deity j 
and the bald and haggard logic, wielded against that 
wedding of the sexes on which the family is baaed, 
refutes itself. The grace of God is known by its 
garment of human grace. 

Every tendency is cleared and encouraged by its nat- 
ural sign. Feeling, ebbing into expression, flows back. 
Suffer not the bodily motions of any affection you 
would overcome. Drive appetite from the flesh, and it 
is driven out of the mind ; and the picture-language of 
low passion is rightly made an unlawful trade. Give 
way to fear, and we grow mora aCaid, and infect with 
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the magnetism of our terror the animal we drive. Sur- 
render to grief, with its black signals, and it confiDes 
you nice a palsy to your room. Voluntary or involun- 
tary, natural or arbitrary signs are the bridge or vessel 
to communicate your desii'es to your bind. Better 
make a menagerie of the breast than unci^ and 
unchain its wild beasts I Children, that mock and 
make mouths, and wipe off unwelcome salutes, and 
elders that shrug their shoulders, avert their eyes 
and turn their backs, are educating their impatience 
and contempt. But let iia not, for courtesy, alTect 
■what we do not feel I Bowings and kneelings and 
kerchief-liftings, and any uniform by order in church, 
are the same as the Pharisees' phylacteries and long 
robes and street-oorner prayers. But of the honest 
signals of love and piety let us not be ashamed. Mr. 
Thackeray describes a man's love falling suddenly dead 
in his heart, on discovering in her deportment the 
unworthiness of Its object. Beauty, at the touch of 
sensuality or Belf-complacency, is but a withered bud. 

A true sign of any emotion is its material side ; and 
so alive, it is inherited as well as its cause, and stei^ 
eotyped in a race. Its repetition is like a river running 
to swell the sea. It proves the feeling from which it 
springs. Some people are said to have a good heart ; 
only through the frigid zone of their temperament its 
warmth cannot reach. They are like electrical machines 
on a damp day. The cold surface throws ominous 
conjecture on the central heat. The dog that leaps 
to us, curling his body and wagging his tail, has better 
manners than these icebergs of women and crowbars 
of men i and when I have seen some house-dog, on a 
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cold day, barking at the door to get in, I have thought 
it grateful and polite to him to ring the bell. 

From uneonacioua signs of goodness what silent 
benedictions ! Said my sister : I saw in a young 
woman, in the car, such benignant expression, I could 
scarce refVain from crjing out : Do you know how 
beautiful you are? It is the office of art, romance, 
poetry, the stage, to voice this natural charm. Shall 
wG let the semblance exceed the truth? Behold the 

" tears in his eyea, 

A hroken voice, and all for nothing, 
All for Hecuba I 

What* s Hecuba to him or he to Hecuba, 
That he ahonld weep for her? " 

But how lukewarm we are, with our unspeakable 
motive for zeal ! How disloyal in our doubt of the 
acceptance of our plea ! I would rather be killed, or 
have my house broken into, and my dearest ones 
assailed and slain, than dread and suspect assassina- 
tion, burglary and treachery all my life ; and, however 
checked or put back, in my fellow-creaturea' capacity 
and temper for high enterprise I will confide, and let 
no worldly scepticism murder my faith. The signs of 
deity are in this poor clay ; and I will trust and act 
vrith God, not puzzle myself in an endless query if he 
exist ! Do the worshippers of humanity fall into the 
fetiehiam thoy denounce, from mistrusting the evidence 
of a supreme in their own souls? Quinet declines 
taking man~for his idol ; he has seen him too nearl 
Yet the parent must be owned in the child. They, who 
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have been in deep places and had great deliverances, 
do not question. In my wilderness came no Satan, us 
to Jesus; but only the spirit which afterwards min- 
istered to him. Yet, let ua greet that inquiry whieh 
isthe downfall of superstition and condition of knowl- 
edge. Its conductors take not away the Lord : they 
but remove a dead body, to replace it with a living 
soul. But the instinct and intuition are more than 
logic or fact. Our metaphysics raatcli not our impres- 
sions. I skip your speculation ; your experience 1 
prize. In the Burnt District, in Boston, at first, people 
were lost. But soon the lamp-posts were raised, tiglils 
kindled and street-names restored, to gnido through 
the labyrinth of wreck. Wbo is it, that plants signs, 
to stream through all our ragged desolations? It is 
ho, who is not without me and would die if I did ; ia 
whom I was at the beginning and shall be to the end ; 
who has in every soul which is his substance, a private 
signal that it is above fate and before time, and free 
of doubt and full of life. It is he, whose light is 
shown in the shadows of night and sin ; and who litis 
uiwn us his face or gathers us under his wings, as we 
need his illumination and guidance or protection and 
peace. It is he who makes all to be one, and leaves 
none out of himself. It is he who has, beside that of 
all his children, no name ; and needs no tongue to be 
known. About Universal Harmony strange is the 
strife. Men kill each other for miscalling God! But 
this is his witness too, how deep and sensitive hia 
imr^e in the human heart. Ill speaking of our father 
or mother stirs the keenest resentment; and even 
Jeaus was transported into extravagant threat of eter- 



nal doom without pardon on whoevGr should gainsay 
the Holy Ghost. The spirit smiles at our heat of 
reproof or warmth of defence. Its everlasting equation 
is to give and forgive. The Christian rule of seventy 
times seven remission of a brother's offence is but a. 
line of the goodness which ia its law ; and every pure 
affection the glass where inflnite Love is self-beheld. 

The test of character is that eternal state which ia 
unconscious of the passage of time. Is it sin to lose 
any of it? It is perfection to lose it al! ! The sun 
stood still, his chronometer useless, to Joshua in the 
transport of a military triumph ; as an earthquake was 
unheeded in a certain Roman fight. But time is better 
abolished than l>y a battle. Patience kills it. Christ's 
cross filled no such place in bis, as in hir^ followers' 
thoughts 1 Tbe crucifixion lasted not so long to him 
as to those around ; to Mary pierced with the prophetic 
sword, to Pilate at cross-purposes with his conscience, 
to the people invoking his blood on their own heads, to 
the mercenary belted soldiers with their spears, and to 
the plotting priests. Those three hours cast heavy 
shadows into their future, which were prelude of his 
paradise ; while, through mortal twinges, played in his 
face a heavenly smile. He had learned the lesson for 
ns every one, that time is nought, and life is all. 

I hold up for chief the everlasting signal. Am I 
creature of that which disappears in thought ami beauty, 
in worship and work? Neither nature nor art, on any 
dial or with any wheel, can keep the degrees of dura- 
tion to a soul that admires and loves. There are to it 
" no signs of the times." Processions and prophecies 
of events move on an inferior plane to its serea'3 and 
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immutable vUion of joy. Seasons and atara lose their 
office, as measures, in that of pictures ; and the hint 
holds herein its power, that I do not become less, or 
lapse with the hour, but, the more entranced, am the 
■e myself; my consciousness more intense, my 
tenure in existence more firm, only my mortality a 
phantom, annihilation an absurdity, and death a dia* 
solving view. This essential being mainly character- 
ized the man, whom no criticism can dislodge from tha 
seated faith and rooted honor of the world. How he is 
underrated and mistook aa a man of sorrows, and his 
religion a renunciation I What ghastly prints and 
sculptures of the cruciBxion the traveller sees in tem- 
ples and among mountains all through Romish regions, 
with the woe-begone face down which trickle the big, 
bloody drops ! All the paintings of the last agony are 
imperfect, and Rubcns's " Descent from the Cross " a 
misrepresentation. It is time for another picture of 
bim, who in his suflering conkl ref^iae the sponge, like 
some woman in travail wishing to know and under- 
stand her pain ; who could so quietly bequeath John 
and Mary to each other, and who could leave the cross 
in imagination to stand with those at the foot, and 
look at hijnself from their point of view, out of their 
ignorant eyes, at once spectacle and spectator, to 
plead for the cruciflera, and be both a poet and poem 
of grace and grandeur never else matched. With whom 
of them, that stood about, would he have exchanged 
his situation? 

In this sign ahalt tliou conqver, in a different sense 
and way from that which Constantine's banners bore, 
on the field. The miracles of endurance have not 
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co.isplI with the martj-ra that foUowed fheir head. It 
is often asked how the dyiug met their doom ; what 
they said, or what was said to prepare them. We 
have learned that no priestly intervention is required. 
The parent of all is preparer too I With liira it is 
profane to interfere, lietween the soul and bis spirit 
are whispers which the nearest on earth cannot over- 
hear. Not long ago, or far away, by anj' substitute is 
bis succor. How we confine him as well as ourselves 
to mediation and mediator and deny his infinity I But 
lie is the Real Presence, and deputes none else, Thia 
explains the wonders of saintly self-control. Tho man 
who, inaulted or injured, has no resentment or revenge. 
Is not wholly here with you, but hidden " in a pavilion 
from the strife of tongues." Absence of mind is pres- 
ence of mind somewhere. Byron deacribea the Dying 
Gladiator as far away, fi'om the arena of blood, with 
his " young barbarians all at play," iii another game 
beside that of tbe cruel circus for which he had been 
enrolled. Gotl pitches his tent not only in lieaven, but 
in the human heart ; and into it is our blessed, ever- 
ready and final escape. 

What is the universe but a many-colored sign? To 
the doubt of benignity, the answer is beauty, that per- 
suades me even pain is a dividend. If nature's com- 
motion, in which she is not carried away, teaches law, 
her calm hints liberty, with foot or fancy, to go where 
we will. Strange, so vast a chamber, of earth and sea 
and sky, can be so still 1 Looking at the Fall-prospect 
fi^m a rocky hill, the dying loaves, whose vividness and 
gradation of color no prism, no Roman or Florentine 
mosaic could match, and no vernal tints equal, I think 
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ihe old man's deatli-bc<l should be handsomer than 
the infant's wib I What carnal can compare with the 

imaginative service of the scene ? A little grass is grown 
within the girdle of m3- view ; some loads of corn and 
potatoes go to the barn ; and I see the oxen, like ghosts 
on the distant beach, hauling kelp to manure the fields. 
Was it for this the grand promontory, with its chines 
of trap and granite, deep gorges and huge clifls, was 
by tremendous tools of flood and fire shaped, throngh 
millions of years? God pitches his teut in the land- 
scape as in the soul ! He waits not for science to de- 
monstrate him, and asks not leave of the logician to be. 
He comes not to iusure his life at the editor's office. 
The curtains of his pavilion reach beyond mj sight, 
and, as I gaze, it seems to me worth no man's while to 
print his argument to prove immortality a tlream. The 
campers on the shore take their tents with them when 
they go ; so shall we carry that pavilion of his away 
fi'om the sound of the strife of tongues. Meantime, as 
a child rons from strangers to hide its head in its 
mother's gown, we seek in all trouble the foldings of 
an unseen robe : and, if a joint experience be the stuff 
of which it is woven, we learn how sweet a song com- 
mon sorrow sings. 
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WE conclude resting in the importance of ideas j first, 
to union, for which we have in the Evangelical 
Alliance and Free Religion two hints that tlogtnaa or de- 
nials do not suffice. The marvel was of the metropolitan 
meetings held by the first, which newspapers of continen- 
tal circulation reported to millions of readers, that none of 
the old articles was put forward with any proaiise of stout 
defence. Not a charact eristic point of Calvinism was hon- 
ored with trivial mention ; no voice was heard to chant the 
nursery-rhyme, — 

In Adam's fall 

We ginaM al! ; 

no song of total depravity, everlasting puliishment, arbi- 
trary decrees, unconditional election, infant damnation ; 
except in a parting aalvo, scarce a lisp of the trinity, the 
atonement by blood, the plenary verbal inspiration of the 
Bible, or the partial favor of the Holy Ghost. 

Under the attacks of this piratical craft of stuepce, and 
the broadsides of this privateer of rationalism, the ancient 
convoy of doctrine has surrendered, like a tteet of wooden 
ships to a couple of irou-clads. Though the alliance fell 
short of catholicity, it was a fine omen to see the walla of 
Congregation and Presbytery, Methodism and Episcopacy, 
English Establishment and Dissent, falling to make one 
(376) 
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common building like your musical Coliseum, or the Pan- 
theon in the Eternal City, that welcomed every god ; while 
an iriBurreetion against exdiiaiveness io the Baptist church 
threatens to break the line that encloses, like a military 
cordon, the Lord's supper foraaints, and let in the sinnera 
with whom alone he seemed to care to eat. The hearty 
greetings of good fellowship between laud-and-oeean- 
sundi'red worshippers stirred the hlood, and seemed to 
predict the millennium, and he a. foretaste of heaven. 
Nevertheless, with all the gush of sentiment, devotion to 
God aud human good, and ardent iaith in Jesus the Christ, 
in the public speeches the planks to stand on were miss- 
ing; and a creed wanted might be the bulletin of those 
enthusiastic Christians that made the temples ring and the 
land resound with their hundred thousand voices. 

But a creed is wanted by Free Religion, no less. I have 
seen in the pasture some mighty block of granite by the 
action of (he elements crumbled to a gravel-heiip, aud that 
wasting into a rope of sand. So the old theology has 
crumbled under the elemental agency of natural science, 
radicalism, and free religion. But what is put in the place 
of this great bovlder of the ancient &ilh ? Whatever private 
inspiration may be, as yet nothing, as a bond of society 
or generidly accepted belief; and the German Dr. Strauss 
holds the freethinkers incompeteot to form a church. But 
a church, a sympathy of conviction, a fellowship of truth, 
a common vbiou, is essential to mankind, that it may not 
be disiotegrated and scattered into individuals, each afler 
his selfish good, saying t?ie devil take the hiitdnwit to all 
the rest. 

Free Religion has its mission. It gives us criticism, il 
* adds to our saholarship, it has great abihty and the virtue 
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of sincerity, it vindicatea liberty, it is coHscientious and 
humane. But it frees ratLer than feeJs ua. We cannot 
live on negations ; and on no afBrmationa do its handful 
of advocates agree, save the grand one of right to investi- 
gate. One deflues reUgion as the effort at self-perfection ; 
another, as the desire ; and a third insists there must be 
as idea and object of perfection beyond ourselves. 

Some of them maintain that true religion requires no 
belief in God or the immortality of the soul, and glory in 
that name or nlcluianie of ''' inMel," usually resented as a 
term of reproach. Not man, tke nnUesi work of God, but 
God the noblest work of man; and iho ft dedication of a 
temple to man, rnthtr than God, are opinions among them 
fteely uttered without protest 

I am giving extreme utterances, and describing without 
blame ; for the right to express honest persuasion, I nould 
for no man or woman call, or suffer to be called, in doabt. 

But ray reli^ous nature is not nourished by this Utera- 
tare. My cariosity is stung, ray brain stimulated, my 
prejudices dislurbed, my superaUtlonB dispelled, but my 
heart is not edified or my sorrow consoled ; and I have to 
flee to David and St. Augustine, to the Mohammedan and 
Hindoo mystics, to dark corridors of German piety, to 
clear strains of adoration, in the English church, of William 
Law and Jeremy Taylor, to gospel and epistle of the New 
Testament, holding whatever mixture of error, for the food 
I cannot get out of the refiiae and ash-heap of the ob- 
jector's laboratory, from whose crucial experiment the 
vital principle haa escaped. Without the religious senti- 
ment there is no union among men, whatever covenant of 
policy, or treaty for offence or defence. In the ejcpresaion 
of piety, some radical authors are unsurpassed. O my 
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brother or sister, do you worsliip or aspire? Are you 
humble before the author of your being, anil its infinite end 7 
Does the ideal of beauty overhang you, and the image 
of truth allure, and eterual goodness inflame ? 1 am with 
; I bow likewise. Our hands or hpa may never meet. 
I may no more wish to fold jou in my arms than to 
embrace a star in the sky, yet I honor you with unspoken 
ispeakable regard. The sound of your voice is an 
audible, and the eight of your face a noiseless benediction, 
t for ostentation I would kneel at your feet ! The Bpirit 
that movea you is dearer to me than my blood, " the ruddy 
drops that visit my sad heart ;" and your example steadiea 
n the path of duty. As in old time the winding of a 
hunter's horn in the wood has guided a stray companion 
out of the thicket and away fi;om the precipice, so because 
you blew your loyal trumpet so clear I have not fiillen or 
lost my way. Cell joins not to cell closer in the wonderful 
liLtle bricks that build the living frame, than soul joins to 
eoal. But this religious sentiment, which steadies a maa 
and enables him to uphold his friends, as Alpine travellers 
are secured together by a cord, is no air-plant. It must 
be rooted in some conception of the Divine ; and he is the 
benefactor who refreshes us with new glimpses of Deity. 
I respect him who explodes misconceptions of God. I 
revere him who introduces me to the .Suprerofi, and who 
convinces me there is in the creation a boundless charm. 

"Nothing shall disturb my cheerful faith 
That all is full of blcBsings." 

I VYhen WHIiam Wordsworth wrote that, he knew the secret 
' of the universe. 

Ton want to know me ? Acquaint me with your 
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divinity, I shall be intimate with you I Tf he be holy and 
gracious, hia devotee sliall haye my confidence. You are 
aa trustworthy as what has your homage. 

But it is said practical goodneas alone is of any account. 
No matter what a man thinks ; the good are of all opinions 
in ail denominations ; a man's character has nothing to do 
with his creed. There could be no falser masira. No 
surer is the body of a creature to follow his head, the ship 
to mind her helm, the train lo glide after the engine, than 
the life to be chiselled and moulded by the idea. No worth 
or Trickedneea done, but is first imagined, rehearsed as an 
actor's part before the audience comes, on the stage within. 
Every murder, theft, adultery, and every mercy, generosity, 
self-sacrifice, is dictated by and conformed to some inward 
plan and pattern, be the performance however sudden or 
slow. T knew a materialist, whose view of a woman's honor 
was painted in the chambers of bis mind by bis disbelief 
in any thing but the body ; and he owned his prineiplea 
and practice as the logical result of denying any spirit 
we come from or any soul in us to survive. Hia inference 
vras natural from materialism, however many materialists 
may be save<l by a purer instinct from his profligate fault. 
Accordingly it seems a just and philosophical inquiry, which 
sectarian tree in the great religious orchard brings forth 
the best fruit. If there be a denominational variety, like 
some none-such or seek-no-further apple, or the Tokay or 
Burgundy grape, that would bear off the prize in the World's 
Fair of virtue ; and the victory would be not only for the 
splendid pi'oduct, but the intellectual or spiritual seed from 
which it grew. So the unsettled claim is made for the 
Romish, evangelical, or rational planting as producing 
the superior result. It has been said, in the defalcations, 



L 



888 THE EISTXC FAITH. 

embezztemenls, and grand chealings in public and private 
life, radicals in religion have Iiad no hand: all the great 

villains have belonged to the great orthodux bodies of 
Christians. A friend at aty elbow said there were some 
exceptions: he had known radical thieves! But even rad- 
icals have no monopoly of meriL I think they have their 
full share. There are not enough of them, in comparison 
with the overivhelming numbers of their adverBaries, for 
ft test how transcendently good they would be if they ever 
got the upper liand, and were in the majority. Some of them 

V are not lowly, sweet-tempered, or devout Certainly 
they are not all s^nU ! Noble qualities abound among 
them, of candor, courage, — that best sort, the courage of 
one's opinions, better than bravery in battle, — a sensitive 
conscience, and moral independence, added to clearness of 
thought and splendor of speech. But they do not wholly 
lack a sufficiently good opinion of themselves, a conceit 
of that vanward position, some acrimony and pride, and 

supercilious estimate of their opponents, such as made a 

man of their number call her theolo^cal antagonists 
geese. But. without humility, no worth ! If the match of 
doctrine is to be decided by pcKonal traits and behavior, 
they have still something to do to win the spurs and bear 
off the laurels without dispute. We have heard of the 
underground r^lroad. There Is an underground telegraph. 
Beware what its lightning carries of your case! 

Unquestionably, too, the evangelicnl party have not act- 
ually won in the spiritual race. Said a noble lady to me, 
" Those people that keep quoting Scripture to you all the 
time are old hypocrites ; " and the way crimes are, in the 
ministry or laity, condoned and covered up is the saddest 

en for the church, and augury of eome crash and downfall 
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of our proudest ecclesiastical establishments. The virtue we 
clamor for now is not purity, but decency ; and decency is 
to keep the evil out of sight, sweep it into a comer, brick 
it over with complimentary resolutions and mock investiga- 
tions, farces and shams, as foul drains in the neighborhood 
of dwellings are choked and walled in till they breed typlius, 
cholera, and plague. If Chriatiaiiity, under pretest of charity 
and forgiveness, means such perilous concealment in moral 
sepulchres, I am not a Christian ; and hypocrisy must have 
gone pretty far when one could say, and have it printed, in 
England, " I never knew a clergyman tell the truth." If 
from policy Orthodoxy defends corruption, it is hut as the 
smiling village on Vesuiius, to be destroyed by the next 
eruption ; and there are eruptions beside those from moun- 
tain craters I If Liberality be license for laiity of principle 
in business or deportment, it is but tbat same Satan who so 
liberally offered in exchange for the worship of himself all 
the kingdoms, with all their glory, of the world. But, 
strike the balance as you will, out of our several ideas our 
diverse conduct finely or fatally proceeds. 

But not union or adoration or morality is with some 
the object of life : happiness is the aim, Tet an Ideal is 
needful, too, fbr that. That able English logician, John 
Stuart Mill, just deceased, amid the chorus of his disciples' 
praise, professed himself not an idealist, but utilibtrian, 
judging all things, not &om instinct or intuition, or any un- 
derstood religion, — the word being odious to him, — but by 
the consequences. He was a man of intellectual conscience, 
political purity, and business honesty; incorruptible in civil 
trust, though it added not to his honor, nor was according 
to the Christian standard, to win another man's wife to his 
side. But he declares, in his aaCobtography, he was brought 
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up to regard ChristiaDity as a fordgn afTair^Iikeany ancaent 
system ; a method of training the young that flouts the 
Providence which inteods an influence, from the atmosphere 
TCB were bom in, unfortunately misised by this reioarkable 
man. But by his doctriue of expedieucy was he blessed ? 
There is no picture more pathetic than liis haunting, on 
the French borders, at Avignon, the tomb of the woman he 
wedded and worshipped, inconsolable, nnable to lift his eyes 
to any heaven she had gone to, or to own any Infinite 
Spirit from whom she had come, nothing but a cinder of 
humanity lefl. I would rather be the humblest believer in an 
a)l-wi>^ derivation and a celestial destiny than, with such a 
desolated soul, the writer of the "Political Economy " and 
"System of Logic," in Lliis absence of faith. In Mount 
Auburn is whHt is called the Receiving Tomb, to bury 
strangers. How mournfuHy it stands apart from the spot 
where your precious ashes repose ! But, on Mr. Mill's 
ground, we are all strangers, and all nature the receiving 
tomb. The world will thank hire as an advocate of wommi'a 
civil righU and man's civil liberty, but not for any proof 
or example that this whole human being ia a boon, Ke- 
ligiously true lo conviction, yet the sky-chamber which lets 
in eternal light was wanting in his brain. 

Spiritual ideas are " the glories of our birth and state." 
There are freethinkers of the material school as noble men 
men in their dealings as any that breathe on the 
glolw ; but veracity and jusdce in affairs are not the only 
good qualities ; and if materialism or rationalism means no 
fiiith in a Father or linal home, it is a a.id dogma and dismal 
unbelief. A child's faith is better. It ia related of Augustus 
Hare, that, trying in vain with his little companion at play 
to steady the cart they had drawn up their troop of tin sol- 
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diers in, he ran away and brought back a BilTer cracifix 
and beads his Italian nurse bad givea Mm, and cried, 
" Here is what wiil manage this aud every thing elFie in 
the world," There was a sublime implication in the boyish 
speech I Had the self-sacrifice of the cross been put inW 
larger vehicles, we should be spared such miserable over- 
turnings and melancholy failures as desolate the land 
to-day, and threaten poverty and wintry want. The 
Cliristian idea, will save us ; for any idea, sincerely held, 
goes into practice, as it did with the Quakers, and does 
with the Russian Mennonites, in the duty of Peace. 
ChriBtiauity creates not, but typifies and illustrates the 
Ideal, old as the creation io the soul; and, as Christian in 
theiie last days in some quarters has come to be a sign of 
narrowness and term of reproach, it may be worth while to 
remember, whatever triumphs of new revelation the future 
may have in store, — rich and abundant may they he! — no 
reUgion haa jet succeeded like it in embodying the principle 
of loving self-renunciation in the common mind. Grant 
the idolatry and superstition in some of its manifestations; 
but let me be a superstitious idolater, if there is hut this 
alternative, instead of an atheist, materialist, unbeliever, 
or Sadducee even of the nineteenth century, with no 
advantage, that I can perceive, over one in the flret. 

Our religion does bear fruit in the community where it 
prevails. In a neighboring State a man was observed 
secreting meat under his cloak at a stall. A policeman fol- 
lowed him, and peeping through the window of his hovel 
give the meat to his children, who instantly de- 
voured it raw. The heart melted under the star on the 
policeman's breast, and he went and reported the facts to 
the butcher, who sent him back with a large basket of meat, 
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aiid mmiey to bujr fiiel to mok it. In the mist that cams 
over my eyes. I read no mora in the newfipaper that dayl 
The liuBndsl aRairs of Rbwie Islaud and New York, the 
CoDDt de Chambord'i leU«r about the French tlirone, Uts 
Spaiiuh .court and Cuba, with the war in Aehaiit«e, and 
t rate of disconnt in the Bauk at Eiiglaud, all the great 
doings iu capital letters of the wide world fadul away 
before this paragraph in Bnudl print at the lowermost c 
ner. It whs the spiritual idea carried iolo operation by 
what we call a common man ! But n-ill some sdentific □: 
now say I tiave no right to auch ideas ; I have not verified 
them by any process of logic or sense? I shall only a 
fiwer: I am an idealist j that, in the natural history of 
vegetable, animal, human kingdoms he talks so much of, is 
y classification, the sort of creature I am : and he might 
B8 well question my horse's right to his mane, a HsI 
tins, a bird's to its plumage, or a turtle's to its si)ot(«d shell, 
as mine to my iQipressions, cut and kindled at the core 
of my being, of divinity, and my antidpations of ii 
tality. Gentlemen, scientists, and sextons, I decline 
olHce I The German Strauss and French E^nan overstroia 
my credulity in asking me to believe tliat the Christian j 
faith iu immortality is built on an illusion, as if the Lord I 
used such refuse timber. Bobert Bums ungs the true 1< 
son of higher devotion: — 

" Although tliou mann never be n^e. 

Although* even hope i> denied, 

'Tit sweeter for thee despairing 

Tlian aught in the world beside." 
Nelson had want of frigatts. Queen Mary Calais, i 
the dying soldier the Emperor, graven in the heart ; bd 
still lies this fellowship of the soul, oontainer t 

yn*iM>t»liiai^. 
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Before the war of emancipation, there was, at the South, 
a black man so thirsty for freedom he had himself enclosed 
in a wooden box for the carriage that might prove his 
coffin, preferring to be shipped as merchandise to being 
traded about as a man. After being long time tossed 
among bales of goods, and thrown out roughly like a crate 
or trunk, he arrived at the appointed place, where friendly 
hands drew the nails of the lid, and, as he uncoiled to 
stand upright, breathless lips cried out, " He breathes / " 
But, before his being lifted from the small dwelling with its 
scant means of living, did the board casket hold the whole 
of the man ? No : the thought, the will, the soul, which 
make the man, was out after the north-star, and already, 
in hope, in the land of liberty ; nor was any one, that sat 
comfortably or walked at pleasure in car or vessel, wider 
in the range of his mind than he who lay curled up and 
cramped between the pine slabs like a corpse to himself. 
Was all of him in the little cubic space, as much as though 
the contents had been the sugar made with the»sweat of 
the slave, in which " nobody tasted blood " ? Had he ex- 
pired on the way, would any atom of him have been left 
in the coarse vehicle, or would what constitutes the integ- 
rity of this miraculous human creature, needing to seek no 
miracles beyond itself, have escaped entire ? What story 
of Marquette or Pocahontas so romantic as his surviving 
to cross the sea, stir up English philanthropy, the boy 
Henry, with no surname, becoming a lecturer by profession 
in the proudest of lands ! I should think he, that had such 
deliverance from his voluntary sepulchre, would not doubt 
his resurrection from any actual tomb ! " We are such 
stuff as dreams are made of; " but, O mighty poet, what is 
that f Is aught in the rock more solid, in the light more 



886 



THE SI6ING FAITH. 



subtle, in the firmament more stable, or more fiery in the 
sun ? That play of " The Tempest " was a dream and forg- 
ery of the brain, of nothing that ever took place on land 
or sea, yet shall outlast all the parliaments, Westminster 
Abbey, and every ship in the Thames ; and we, dreamy 
creatures, thanking God that we can dream, after ^^our 
little life is rounded with a sleep," 

" Shall we not meet as heretofore 
Some summer momiDg ? " 

As surely as Grod and Destiny are not fandes, but ideas 
of the human mind! Of all Being, duty is a common 
term ; and I believe in no deity who can do without his 
children, more than his children without him. 
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RADICAL PROBLEMS. By Kev. C. A. Bahtol, 
D.D. One volume, 16mo. Cloth. Price t2. 
CoHTENTS. — Open QueatioDB; IndiFidualiaiu i TranBcondenUliBm; 

RadkaliGiD; Thefami Natnialiain ; MBleriBliam ; Spinlualism ; Failh; 

Lav; Oiigin; CorrelatioD; Character; Geciaa; Father Taylor) Ezjm- 

rience; Hope; Ideality. 

.fVoni Iht lAberaJ Oiriiliaa. 
Wlist a irnnderfal, wonderfal book la ttia " Sadica] Problema." We an 

not a Uilrd Chron^ It je\ and ileavtiu only kaowa wbtire and bow wit ahaU 

find ouratilna at tLa eiia of ihn Jouroey. Altmtdv are we eo thttcito'l, 

» ■tanned, bswUileied, edified, delighled, —In abort, tfaDrougbly, tbomugbly 

bawltdied,— Uiatwa ban no vorda to eipreea onnelves. . . . Tbat Cbla 
bofdc luu a loDclUb betOra It who can doubt, or tbat It will canse a erand 
ixnumotlDii In Eha tbeeloglcBl worltl? It will be Impetnously ottaukod and 
I VBhemantly defended, but will anrrlve alike the onalHRghC of Ita aaaailajita 

" and Ella lutemparate teal of Ita defijnden ; and will be tbe fruitful aiiurce 

of nuuiy a brlUlaDt esaay and Inepliing dIscoutM and ailinujaljiig and 
lOEffeative dub-talk, long, long after ita gontla and gifteil aulbor baa left 
na Id recelTe a most oonlla] welcotoe by bis brother tbinliers In brighter 

■suctUj'blm:' 'biirhe 'la'ajirlled 



8^^tnalltT,^pnrlt]',^ geotlenets, lovej oblld-llke timpUcity, b 



tbera la a quick Tlraclty, and he aometlmes aihlblta a keen inciaiveiieia 
aa of vbatt«d ateel- Ula aim la not ao much to aolva ai to auggfeat. He ll 
no doeinatlat, nor Is be an eitueiUir or luilga. Ha flnda open qneBtionJ, 
and delights to leave Ibem open gueellona alll. Meantime halooka Intu 

taaau of Einnclne sjid Irradiating BaBeeetlODa that oiien the queatinni 
lartbar loatoarl ofcloalng then, than retires to look elaew here. . . . Tkia 

banka. Uls own cllnuite la hiB waric^ and bs can make no exourelons oat 

ravening crPnturea, and polee Leaped with Ice. Aa aome will see only wllb 
the pbyalcal eye, ao be with the aplrltnal only. 

From the Globe. 
It eoalaliiB levenleen cbai>Mn, honeatly rspreaantlne the Individual 
nlrltual experlenoa of the author, and at tae Bame time Indicating aoma 
^thelnteilectaal tendenduoflhe time. It la "radical," not lu the uaaal 
■enaa of tba word, but In Ita tmo aense, tbat of atlfmpClnB to t>len« to the 
root! of tbina. Many of the Dplnloiia and Ideas eipresaedla the book may 
be rapadlated bj tba eonaarvBtlva reader, but ita aplrlt and aim cannot 
fyl to cbann and Invigorate him. Dr. Bartol, Indeed, la one of thoee men 
who have religions genliia as well as rollgioua &lCh. ... The book la a 
pruteiit agaiunt popular theology, maile ^ni what the writ«r coDaldur* 
the atandpttot of true and pure religion. Wo have eonaldered It from > 
literary u^t of view, and, tliua eonaldered, Ita wealth of thought and 
ItUHSluatlve inaatraUoD antlUe It to a high rank amoag lbs publleatloni 
of the year. 

iSoii even/when. Mailrd, paatpaid, by the PuUishen, 

ROBERTS BROTHERS, BoaTOK. 
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THE raFENITE AND THE FINITE. By The- 

OFHiLUB pABSONa, Author of " DeuB Homo," &c One nest 

IGmo voluniB. Cloth. Price fl, 00. 

" Na one can fainw," saja tbe aatlioi, " better Uiaa I do, how poor tnS 
dim a pTMBiilaUDii ot^ great truth mjwjrai ffliut give. Bol Iin-HellieiB 
In tLe hope ttiat ttiey maf suggest to Eome niluds what may expaud tn 
tliolr mtnds Inta a troth, ami, germinating there, grow and scatter eoeil- 
tmtti wldel; ahmad. lamanre onl^of thta: The latest reielatlon olfen 
truths and prineiplM wUeU [ironiise to gi»a to niao a knowledge of the 
lava of hlB hdng and of his rslatlon Co Ood, ~ of tha relation or the ludnlM 

to IhB Finite And thoraforo I beJieye that it wOl gradually,— it may 

lie very slowly, bo utterly does It oppose man's regenerate nature, — bat It 
will suTEly, BJlvance in iti power and in lu Infloenoa, nnUl, Id Iti cnni 
timo, it becomes what the >un la in unclouded noon." 
affo Hepubtican, 

■B enviable reputation In this ooontiT 

IT ul this little book, and few are more Justly entitled to 
His works upon Juriaprudenc« are to be found hi almost 
BTerj public and prlrats law llbrsry In the Donntry; while his writtnga 
upon Chrtsaan phlloaopliy and Uie solanco of religion ate uniiBtaallr tit- 
oalTed aa models of close and loelca) reaaonlng by those even who dlAer hum 
Um In the form of their rsll^ons boUof . . . Ur. Parsons has been pni- 
nouncod to be ■' the most tiiioluaUna Intetprewr of the writings of 8w8- 
denboig," and ttie present Tnlume will add to rather than detract ftom a 
reputaQDU to which ha is so Justly entitled. The defects of the work ars 
only inch as nocessorlly attach lo the sobjeot ttaoit The flnlta cannot 
grasp the InSnlte, but the author haa aocomplishod this: he leads the 
reader through new and pleasant paths of thought into the boundlesi 
ImmenBlty that aurrounds ns, where the mind. Treed fTem the idea that tlia 
only source of Bi>lrltual truth Is a revelatlnn, the interpretation of vblDh 
Is ifoiitsd tu a prescribed class, feels and achDowledges the power of tha 
Infinite In newer, simpler, aud not less holy truths. 

From the Nea Tork EneniTiff Fowl, 
Professor ParBons, in ids little work, does not undortake to conttOTflrt 
t^e huge volumes tliat have been written upon the pMloeopldiial problem 
of the Inllnlte snd the Absolute: ho merely attempla to show us how the 
problem has been trcatai by his msater, Swodcnborg. He hag a profound 
leneraUoo for the leaehlnijs of that lllnatrlaaB leer, and his oxposltLona 
if these teachinge have toe merit of unnsnai fllearnoss and simplidly. 
. . . Whatever dilBculIleB the reader encouuten la his pages are lUffl- 
nltles Inherent in the subjects tbeuiselres, and not In his methoils of elnd- 

• - ■ ' imed to think at ^ upon deep reilgioi- ' — 

d what be means, though he may nut 

, And the Inquirer who simply wish! . . . . 

formed of the general Knpe and purport of Swedenborg'a remarkable dl». 
eioenrea will Hudfow bettor bolpathan the small and anpretendingvalunni 
tt Prolfessor Parsona, _ 

Said eeen/ipkert. Maikd, poilpaid, bg the PabiUhen, 

EGBERTS BROTHERS, BosTOii. 



AD CLERUM: Advices to a Toung Preacher. By 
Jositpn Tareii:!!, D.D,, Author of "Ecce Deus." One rot 
■ma, 16mo. Unifonn willi " Ecce Deua." Price (l.QO. 
Front the iMtheran Observer. 

book. . . . NoonBintbuniliiiMiy, orlonkliiKn)rwiir.}lnthBiiiilriit.flL..ulil 
fcU to get it. Uo luay liaiB Porter, Vlnet, Klililut, ana Shw!il. but to isn- 
Dot atluiilloiiawlUioui"Ail Giorum," wldoli ia comijleuioDlal of all ttaa 

fromEev. Qto. W.I!abm,D.D,,Praidmlqf^ffamilti>n T^eobgieal Sentinor]/. 

IhftYB porusBil It with dBllgbtud intersBt. Tbough not qoito In ijTO- 

pathy with the flippancy Biiiijiypetbpljtftl Btalemonls^wljlih occp bets 



it, and "pnt" in n form cLarming and impressife. I Itnowof no 
Kted Witt homiletiuni literaluce wiiich cnntaln> so muuli of vaJ 
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ROMAN IMPERIALISM, and other Lectures and 
EsBays. Bj" J. R. Skelkt, U.A., Author of "Ecce Homo." 
One volume, IQmo. Uniform with "Ecce Hamo." Frioe 
el.60. 

From Me SI, Emils Jnicrnal qf Eilacatim. 

The author nf " Ecce Homo " haa l)een pronounoeii Ihe lyjilcal writer 

of the pcaaont time. Those Bho hare read idH former work — and who hoi 

not? — will give IhlB a cordial wolcorau. The Eseaji entllled "Llharal 

-j^.....- ._ ■'-lyersittei," "English In Schoohi," and "Tlia Teatlilug 

ity" will ojdWBoniB of the Bafco criticism that Ibllairad 
,_. ■'!;«» Homo." 

From ttie Padfia. 

The Eway in thiB Tolnme on "English In Schooli" wahope will metns 

attention from educators. It la ahuuiuful that so ilttle tUoraaah linonleilgB 

la imi»rtcd in onr high achcola, and even coUeges, of our own tongne. M ui- 

dofident in tliln : whUe graduates of colleges almnat Innnmorntil'e Imow more 
of the meauluK, derlvatlo^i, and riower of Greek and Laiin worda and 
plirasea Iliau of their own nativfl Engllah. 
By Jod Benton, 
A now booftflTini the pan of the author of "EPceHomo" [> not branr 
means ft alight literary work. The memory of that exquinite picture set 
in the clearest oryatai of p.)HBhBd thoneiit — apatfeutlou uf art ami ingle — 
lingen aa the mot, aweet aroma whioli recalla a wonderfnl hut doparled 
SawDc, In an age tliat seelu tu nnaiyse and reconatruet our dennaFt 
trftditiouB, and Ta-baaa religion lleelf, It took, and ttill liolda, a pconiiueot 

Sold eueij/KjAere Mailed, postpaid, iy the Publishen, 

ROBERTS BROTHERS, Bostok 
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ME3SSS, EOBEETS BEOTHEES' PUBLIOATIOHS. 

THE PRIMEVAL WORLD OF HEBREW TRA- 
DITION. By Frbdkrio Hekrt Hedoe, D.D.. Author at 
" Reaaon in Religion," One volume, llinio. Price (1.50. 

From ilu Xea Tork TrUnou. 
Mr. Hsilgfl ms^lM called an «l«ctle: not aa one who picks bam SK- 
ferent aybluiuB tlia detached biu thatBultUm, audchen JotnistiiQIiiskliniUj 
toguthur; bui anDiiewba, camnilttlng UniBriJf unreserye'lly (o ncltlier By>- 
tnD.eadoavon by iDilependanC and cnlLivalod ini^bt tos^t at tbtide«i«t 
trutli ooj^Lainedln fanualAj, creedE, and inatltmlqna. Hu f^ltb le wUqUj 
InraitMjn: be will provs all tblogi, and bnld rant Dnly«bat I> goodi bnl 
blacroclbJeaBreTBrtoiuilniilzu and (lanUty, hla MaU are of many kinda, 
and hla TeaKin flonibineB tliu actlqu of ai manj' lutellectdal fkcnltiea aa b* 
can brine Into play. HIb ftudi li plBnted In ■ Uno but Erwdunii Tbutoin, 
moral UITb tbaC ofKoaea, and luring like that of GhrlH. Ibo belief Id > 
divine Qrl|ftn,aducatLon,£nEdanc.-e, and diaolpUneuf the world, mnatbnjiigh 
bii pagen; and a cnnvlctlon nf the niorsl caiMblUIiea and at the iplrltn^ 
J — I — .,.. _. 1.,..-_ ■_ ,.,, » — J ...,. .1^ conoloBian. 
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From tilt LmiUm (.Eng.) Enquirer: 

We bavc been nnablo to critlcJbo beuaueo ive find onrafilrea throughon 

Id entire Bjippatby and agraeraoat wtth the writer. Wo oordlally oonnnoni 

Dr. Beilge's book u tbe ben Bolntion «e Imve eyer *een of lie dlfflool 

problems connected with the primeval Scripture record, and an an »]nil 
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From Oa Pliiiadelphia Pnn. 
irgyman, Mr. Weiss writea undaretandlnglv npiin a tott 
ifiacloBinK chapter, entitled ''The Amsflcan Soldier," fl 



ar put Into 



, entitled ■' „- . 

_..9 cf the Dobleet and traett tnbutn to the patriot! oT IWl-W ei 

Frum lAt Clacago TrVniae. 
Mr. WelM lu» ptenenteii to tbe pnblio a eobeaia tat an Amertoan rollglon 
vhlah, It Is almost neodlocs to say, Is a religion of tbe Intellect sdapIiS to 
Ui« bigheet funn of American culture, and not pervaded to any great degrea 
with Bjiiritiiallty, as tbe tann Is umlorBluod among onhodui belleren. 
... B Mr. Weiss bad chiislened bis scheme " AmBilcui MoraUty," wa 
vonld gladly have balled bla discovery. As It Is, we cannot bat coDUUHnd 
Its lofl&ess of purpose. 11 1* a work foU uf noble thoaiht, and, howarer 
much the reader may disagree with It from a religious Pidlit of view, tbsra 
are vory few who can fall to be struck with Its putlty or aim and lU kaaltiiy 
moral tone: wblle the merely literary reAilerwIU derire eonal gratlfloallon 
Iieaa the scholarly style and the richness of IllustiaCloa and releiuiA it dllk 
plays. ThB biac chapter but nno, "Conatanoy to an Ideal." Is one of Iha 
Hnest and noblest essays ever written by an American, koil deaerves U b« 
mtd and heeded l>y every American. 

SM taerjKiiae. Mtaled, postpaid, bi/ the Pulilii/ien, 
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From lit LiUrary If 

Ai iu strikibg. if Bomewtul KnauimAj lid« int 

qB«tit» of the future lilit, md purportB to presenl 



uthey 
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PUA»— body, sodI. BTidliffl. ThcBnt 1!^ Dot destroyed by death, bat simply changefl 
Mflfbrm; the tan is a fbicc. like light and heal, — imciv ntate of bodiei! Lbcuul 

■od ^ICIlltiea lilie ourt, Eofidldy improved, and many uthcrB thai we laov DOtbiog 
0^ he Icade a life wiiDK spiritual delifihta ii is impassible forns to imsginB- ■ < - 
Thcne who enjoy specidationa about the funtre Jlfi? will find iu thii book freih and 
pleasant food for their intaeinafioTu; and, id (hose who dehghl in the irvdatioqi 
of Kieuce u tu the myBleriei that obwnire the ori^n and the destiny of man, theee 
pagea otfer a galleiy of UDFel and really marvellDus viewa, Wo may. ]>erhapih ex- 
P1FS9 our opinion of "The To-MoiTow of Death"u once compteheBiivEly and 
concisely, hy raying that Id every mind that welconiei light OD IheH grave qae*- 

piecedeDli and BaIbDrilie^ Ihii work will yield eiqniate pleasnra. It wiD ibock 
■ocne leaden, and unaie many ; but it will &9cinaU and impIEU alL 
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THE POET-NATURALIST. \ 

With Memorial Verses. 

By WILLIAM ELLERY CHANNING. 

I vol. i6mo. Price $2.00. 



From the Churchman, 

Mr. Channing has the most important qualifications for writing a book on 

Thoreau. He understands him, sympathizes with aU his peculiarities, and has ^ 

made a thorough study of his writings. Thi^ volume will serve as a key to much 

that has seemed strange in the conduct and in the words of the hermit philosopher, 

and will, no doubt, be eagerly read by his many admirers. It gives a vivid picture , 

of the man, and ftu-nishes, by means of numerous anecdotes, and frequent quo- j 

tations from his writings, a comparatively full history of both his outward and ] 

inward life. \ 

Fr<mt the Liberal Christian. 

He stands forth especially as the lover and interpreter of Nature. What man \ 

ever saw more of the great Mother's mysteries than he? He knew all the birds. 



animals, flowers, shrubs, trees within walking distance of his home. He loved -^ 

the world in all its phases and varieties, as few men love human beings. Nothing j 

transpired which did not excite his curiosity and interest. He " could not pass a 

berry, nor &il to ask a question." " His habit was to go abroad a portion of each 

day to fields or woods or the river : * I go out to see what I have caught in my 

traps which I set for facts.' " Yet he had the deepest reverence for Nature, and 

sought to penetrate her secrets with no conceited impertinence. 

From the Springfield Republican, 

Altogether the most unique American book of the year, or for several years, 
is Mr. Channing's memoir of his friend Thoreau, lately published by Roberts in 
a volume of 370 pages. It defies analysis and eludes criticism, being without 
methoS, and quite lawless in its style and aim ; a miscellaneous collection of facts 
and fancies, prose and verse, passages from Thoreau, and from a hundred other 
authors, — yet running through it always the thread of personal interest in the man 
of genius described or describing himself. For it is now time, as it was not, per- 
^sq>s, ten years ago, when Mr. Emerson printed his brief sketch of Thoreau, to 
recognize how rare and original was the genius of his friend, whom it has been 
the fashion to speak of as an imitator of Emerson. 
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